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THE ANGEL'S STOltT. 




iOtJGH the blue and fifosty heatiens 
Christmas stars were shining bright ; 
Glistening lamps throughont the City 
Almost matched their gleaming light ; 
While the winter snow was lying, 
And the* winter winds -were sighing. 
Long ago, one Christmas nights • 

While, firom every tower and steeple; 

Pealing bells were sotmding clear, 
(Never with such tones of gladness. 

Save when Christmas time is near,) 
Biany a one that night was merry 

Who had toiled through ail the year. 

That night saw old wrongs forgiven. 

Friends, long parted, reconciled ; 
Voices all unused to laughter. 

Mournful eyes that rarely smiled, 
Trembling hearts that feared the morrow, 

From their anxious thoughts beguiled. 



THE ANGEV8 STORY. 

Kich and poor felt lore and blessing 
From the gracious season fall ; 

Joy and plenty in the cottage. 
Peace and feasting in the hall ; 

And the voices of the children 
Ringing clear above it all ! 

Yet one house was dim and darkened ; 

Gloom, and sickness, and despair. 
Dwelling in the gilded chambers. 

Creeping up the marble stair, 
Even stilled the voice of mourning,-^ 

For a child lay dying there. 

Silken curtains fell around him. 
Velvet carpets hushed the tread. 

Many costly toys were lying, 
Ail unheeded, by his bed ; 

And his tangled golden ringlets 
Were on downy pillows spread. 

The skill of that mighty City 
To save one little life was vain, — 

One little thread from being broken. 

One fatal word from being spoken ; 
Nay, his very mother's pain, 

And the mighty love within her. 
Could not give him health again. 

So she knelt there still beside him, 
She alone with strength to smile. 

Promising that he should suffer 
No more in a little while. 

Murmuring tender song and story 
Weary hours to beguile. 



THE ANGEL'S STOBT. 

Saddenly-an unseen Presence 

Checked those constant moaning cries. 
Stilled the little heart's quick fluttering. 

Raised those blue and wondering eyes. 
Fixed on some mysterious vision. 

With a startled sweet surprise. 

For a radiant angel hovered, 

Smiling, o'er Sie little bed ; 
White his raiment, from his shoulders 

Snowy dove-like pinions spread. 
And a starlike light was shining 

In a Glory round his head. 

While, with tender love, the angd. 

Leaning o'er the little nest, 
In his arms the sick child folding, 

Laid him gently-on his breast. 
Sobs and wailings told the mother 

That her darling was at rest. 

So the angel, slowly rising. 

Spread his wings, and throngh the air 
Bore the child, and, while he held him 

To his heart with loving care. 
Placed a branch of crimson roses 

Tenderiy beside him there. 

While the child, thus clinging, floated 
Towards the mansions of the Blest, 

Grazing from his shining guardian 
To the flowers upon his breast, 

Thus the angel spake, still smiling 
On the littie heavenly guest : 



TSE ANGEVS STORK 

" Know, dear little one, that Heareii- 
Does no earthly thing disdain, 

Man's poor joys find there i^n echo 
Just as surely as his pain ; 

Love, on earth so feebly, striving, 
Lives diyiiiid in Heaven agavi^ 

" Once in that great town below m,, 

In a pooF and narrow stre^, 
Dwplt.a little sickly orphap; 

Gentle ajd) or pity^sweet, 
Never in life's rugged pathway 

Guided hif poor toUenng fbet 

" All the strivii:^ anxious forethought 
That should only come with agf^, 

Weighed upon his baby spirit. 

Showed him soon ]j£&'b sternest page ; 

Grim Want was his nurse, and Sorrow 
Was hi^ o(4y heritage. 

« All too weak for childish pestimesif 

Drearily the hours sped ; 
On his hands so small and trembling 

Leaning his poor aching head. 
Or, through dark and painful hours. 

Lying sleepless on his bed. 

" Dreaming strange and longing fancier 

Of cool forests far away ; 
And of rosy, happy chiUlren* 

Laughing merrily at play. 
Coming home through green lanes, bearing 

Trailing boughs of blooming May. 



THE AJIGEL*S ST OUT. 

" Scarce a glimpee of azure heaven 
Gleamed above that nanow stieet, . 

And the sultry air of sammer 

(That yon call so warm and sweet) 

Fevered the poor orphan, dwelling 
In the crowded alley's heat. 

** One bright day, with feeble footsteps. 

Slowly forth he tried to crawl. 
Through the crowded city's pathways^ 

Till he reached a garden-wall. 
Where 'mid princely halls and mtamms 

Stood, the lordliest of alL 

" There were trees with giant branches. 
Velvet glades where shadows hide ; 

There were sparkling fountains glancing^. 
Flo^rars, which in luxuriant pride 

Even wafbed breaths of perfume 
To the child who stood outside. 

" He against, the gate of iron 
Pressed his wan and wistful facOi 

Gazii^ with an awestruck pleasure 
At the glories of the place ; 

Never had his brightest day-dream 
Shone with half such wondrous grace. 

" Ton were playing in that garden, 
Throwing blossoms in the air, 

Iiaughing when the petals floated 
Downwards on your golden hair ; 

And the fond eyes watching o'er you, 

And the splendor spread before you. 
Told a House's Hope was there. 



XO THE ANGEV8 BT0R7. 

" When your servants, tired of seeing 
Such a face of want and woe, 

Turning to the ragged orplian, 
Gave him coin, and bade him go, 

Down his cheeks so thin and wasted 
Bitter tears began to flow. 

" But that look of childish sorrow 
Oh your tender child-lieart fell, 

And you plucked the reddest roses 
From the tree you loved so well, 

Passed them tlirough the stem cold grating. 
Gently bidding him * Farewell 1 ' 

" Dazzled by the fragrant treasure 
And the gentle voice he heard, 

In the poor forlorn boy's spirit, 
Joy, the sleeping Seraph, stirred; 

In his hand he took the flowers. 
In his heart the loving word. 

" So he crept to his poor garret; 
Poor no more, but rich and bright, 
■ For the holy dreams of childhood — 

Love, and Rest, and Hope, and Light — 
Floated round the orphan's pillow 
Through the starry summer night. 

'< Day dawned, yet the visions lasted ; 

All too weak to rise he lay ; 
Did he dream that none spake harshly, ^ 

All were strangely kind that day ? 
Surely then his treasured roses 

Must have charmed all ills away. 



TEE ANGEV8 BTORT. i 

" And he smiled, though they were fading ; 

One by one their leaves were shed ; 
' Such bright things could never perish, 

They would bloom again/ he said. 
When the next day's sun had risen 

Child and flowers both were dead. 

'< Know, dear little one ! our father 

Will no gentle deed disdain : 
liOve on the cold earth beginning 

Lives divine in Heaven again, 
While the angel hearts that beat there 

StiU aU tender thoughts retain." 

So the angel ceased, and gently 

O'er his little burthen leant; 
While the child gazed from the shining. 

Loving eyes that o'er him bent. 
To the blooming roses by him. 

Wondering what that mystery meant 

Thus the radiant angel answered, 
And with tender meaning smiled : 

" Ere your childlike, loving spirit. 
Sin and the hard world defiled, 

God has given me leave to seek you,^ 
I was once that little child ! " 



In the church-yard of that city 
Rose a tomb of marble rare. 

Decked, as soon as Spring awakened, 
With her buds and blossoms fair, •— 

And a humble grave beside it, — 
No one knew who rested there. 




ECBOE& 



ECHOES. 

'ILL the angel stars afe shining. 

Still the rippling waters flow. 
But the angel-voice is silent 

That I heard so long ago. 

Hark! the edioes mormnr low. 
Long ago! 

Still the wood' is dim and lonely, 
Still the plashing fountains play^ 

Bnt tho past and idl its beauty, 
Whither has it fled away ? 
Hark I the moumiiil echoes say, 
Fled away ! 

Still the bird of night complaineth, 
(Now, indeed, her song is pain,) ' 

Visions of my happy hours, 
Do I call and call in rain ? 
Hark 1 the echoes cry again. 
All in vainl 

Cease, echoes, mournful echoes! 
Once I loved your voices well ; 

Now my heart is sick and weary. — 
Days of old, a long fitreweli 1 
Hark 1 the echoes sad and dreary 
Cry fitrewell, farewell ! 




JL 'TALSE VENWa. 



A FALSE GENIUS. 

Sbb a Spirit by thy side, 
Furple-wiBged and eagle-egred. 
Looking like a heavenly guide* 



Though lie seem so bright and fair. 
Ere thou trust his proffered care. 
Pause a little, and beware 1 

If he bid thee d^rell apart. 
Tending some ideal smart 
In a 8i<^ and coward heart ; 

In self-worship wrapped alone, 
Dreaming thy poor griefs are grown 
More than odier men have known ; 

Dwelling in some cloudy sphere, 
Though God's work is waiting here^ 
And God deigneth to be near ; 

If his torch's crimson glare 
Show thee evil everywhere. 
Tainting all the wholesome air; 

While with strange distorted choice^ 
Still disdaining to rejoice. 
Thou wUt hear a waiting voice ; 



14 irr PICTURE, . 

If a simple, humble heart 
Seem to thee a meaner part 
Than thy noblest aim and art ; 

If he bid thee bow before 
CrownM Mind and nothing more. 
The great idol men adore ; 

And with starry veil enfold 
Sin, the trailing serpent old, 
Till his scales shine out like gold; 

Though his words seem true and wise^ 
Soul, I say to thee. Arise, 
He is a Demon in disguise 1 



MY PICTURE. 



TAND this way — mon near the win* 
dow — 

By my desk — you see the light 
Falling on my picture better — 

Thus I see it while I write ! 



Who the head may be I know not. 

But it has a student air ; 
With a look half sad, half stately. 

Grave sweet eyes and flowing hair. 




MY PICTURE, 15 

latde care I who the painter. 

How obscure a name he bore ; 
Nor, when some ha^e named Yelasqnfis, 

Did I valne it the more. 

As it is, I would not give it 

For the rarest piece of art ; 
It has dwelt with me, and listened 

To the secrets of my heart. 

Many a time, when to my garret, 

Weary, I retomed at night, 
It has seemed to look a welcome 

That has made my poor room bright 

Many a time, when ill and sleepless, 
I have watched the qnivering gleam 

Of my lamp upon that picture. 
Till it £Bded in my dream. 

When dark da3rs have come, and friendship 
Worthless seemed, and life in vain. 

That bright friendly smile has sent me 
Boldly to my task again. 

Sometimes when hard need has pressed me 

To bow down where I despise, 
I have read stem words of counsel 

In those sad, reproachful eyes. 

Nothing that my brain imagined. 
Or my weary hand has wrought. 

But it watched the dim Idea 

Spring forth into armbd Thought. 



I6 JUDGE NOT. 

It has smiled on my success^, 

Haised me when my hopes were Ic^r, 

And hy turns has looked upon me 
With all the loring eyes I know. 

Do you wonder lihat my pictui^ 
Has become so like a ^end?-^ 

It has seen my life's beginnings, 
It shall 8tay and cheer the end ! 



JUDGE NOT. 




jjUDGE not ; the workings of his brain 
And of his heart thou canst not see ; 
What looks to thy dim eyes a stain. 
In God's pure li^t may only be 
A scar, brought from some well-won field, 
Where thou wouldst only faint and yield. 

The look, the air, that frets thy sight, 

May be a token, that below 
The soul has closed in deadly fight 

With some infernal fiery foe. 
Whose glance would scorch thy smiling grace^ 
And cast thee shuddering on thy face ! 

The fall thou darest to despise — 
May be the angel's slackened hand 

Has suffered it, that he may rise 
And take a firmer, surer stand ; 

Or, trusting less to earthly things, 

May henceforth learn to use his wingt. 




FRIEND aORROW. 17 

And judge none lost ; but limit and see^ 

With hopeful pity, not disdiiiii ; 
The depth of the abyss may be 

The measure of the height of pain 
And love and glory that may raise 
This soul to Grod in after days ! 



PJUEND SORROW. 

not cheat thy Heart and tell her, 

." GWef will pass away, 
Hope for fairer times in fUture, 
And forget to-day." — ^ 
Teli her, if you will, that sorrow 

Need not come in vain ; 
Tell her that the lesson taught her 
Far outweighs the pain. 

Cheat her not with the old comfort, 

" Soon she will forget," — 
Bitter truth, alas ! but matter 

Rather for regret ; 
Bid her not '' Seek other pleasores. 

Turn to other things " : — 
Rather nurse her cag^d sorrow 

Till the captive sings. 

Rather bid her go forth bravely. 

And the stranger greet ; 
Not as foe, with spear and buckler, 

But as dear friends m^ ; 



l8 ONE BY ONK 

Bid her with a strong dasp hold her. 

By her dusky wings, 
Listening for the mumiored blessing 

Sorrow always brings. 



ONE BY ONE. 




NE by one the sands are flowing. 
One by one the moments fall ; 
Some are coming, some are going; 
Do not strive to grasp them all. 



One by one thy duties wait thee. 
Let thy whole strength go to each. 

Let no future dreams elate thee, 

Learn thou first what these can teach* 

One by one (bright gifts from Heaven) 
Joys are sent thee here below ; 

Take them readily when given. 
Beady too to let them go. 

One by one thy griefs shall meet thee. 
Do not fear an armM band ; 

One will fade as others greet thee ; 
Shadows passing through the land. 

Do not look at life's long sorrow ; 

See how small each moment's pain, 
God will help thee for to-morrow. 

So each day begii^ again. 



TRUE HONORS. 

Every hour that fleets so slowly 
Has its task to do or bear ; 

Ltuninoiis the crown, and holy, 
When each gem is set with care. 

Do not linger with regretting, 
Or for passing hoars despond ; 

Nor, the daily toil foigetting, 
Look too eagerly beyond. 

Hoars are golden links, Grod's token. 
Beaching heaven ; but one by one 

Take them,* lest the chain be broken 
Ere the pilgrimage be done. 



TRUE HONORS. 

f|S my darling tired already, 
Tired of her day of play ? 
Draw your little stool beside me> 
Smooth this tangled hair away. 
Can she put the logs together. 

Till they make a cheerful blaze ? 
Shall her blind old Uncle tell her 
Something of his yonthfiil days ? 

Hark ! The wind among the cedars 
Waves their white arms to and fro ; 

I remember how I watched them 
Sixty Christmas Days ago : 

Then I dreamt a glorious vision 
Of great deeds to crown each year: 



«9 




TRUE SONORB. 

Sixtj Christmas Days have found m« 
Useless, helpless, blind — and here I 

Yes, I feel raj darling stealing 

Warm soft fingers into mine: 
Shall I tell her what I fancied 

In that strange old dream of mine ? 
I was kneeling by the window, 

Reading how a noble band, 
With the red cross on their breastplates. 

Went to gain the Holy Lend. 

While with eager eyes of wonder 

Over the dark page I bent. 
Slowly t^vilight shadows gathered 

Till the letters came and went ; 
Slowly, till the night was round me ; 

Then my heart beat loud and fast, 
For I felt before I saw it 

That a spirit near me passed. 

Then I raised my eyes, and, shining 

Where the moon's first ray was bright^ 
Stood a wingfed Angel-warrior 

Clothed and panoplied in light : I 

So, with Heaven's love npon him, | 

Stem in calm and resolute will, | 

Looked St. Michael, — does the picture , 

Hang in the old cloister still ? 

Threefold were the dreams of honor 

That absorbed my heart and brain ; 
Threefold crowns the Angel promised, i 

Each one to be bonght by pain : I 



TRUE HONORS. % 

While he spoke, a threefold bicssing 

Eell upon my soul like rain. 
Helper of the poor and sufferxko ; 

Victor in a glorious strife ; 
Singer of a noble poem : 

Such the honors of vaj life. 

Ah, that dream ! Long years that gave mo 

Joy and grief as real things 
Never touched the tender memory 

Sweet and solemn that it brings, -^ 
Never quite effaced the feeling 

Of those white and shadowing wings. 

Do those blue eyes open wider ? 

Does my faith too foolish seem ? 
Yes, my darling, years have taught me 

It was nothing but a dream. 
Soon, too soon, the bitter knowledgo 

Of a fearful trial rose. 
Rose to crush my heart, and sternly 

Bade my young ambition close. 

More and more my eyes were clouded. 

Till at last God*s glorious light 
Passed away from me forever. 

And I lived and Uve in night 
Dear, rVill not dim your pleasure^ 

Christmas should bo only gay : — 
In my night the stars have risen. 

And I wait the dawn of day. 

Spite of all I could be happy ; 
For my brothers' tender cavo 



TRUE HONORS, 

In their boyish pastimes ever 
Made me take, or feel a share. 

Philip, even then so thoughtful, 
Max so noble, brave, and tall, 

' And your father, little Grodfrey, 
The most loving of them alL 

Philip reasoned down my sorrow, 

Max would laugh my gloom away, 
Godfrey's little arms put round mo 

Helped me through my dreariest day ; 
While the promise of my Angel, 

Like a star, now bright, now pale. 
Hung in blackest night above me. 

And I felt it could not fail. 

Years passed on, my brothers left me. 

Each went out to take his share 
In the struggle of life; my portion 

Was a humble one — to biear. 
Hero I dwelt, and learnt to wander 

Through tlie woods and fields alone. 
Every cottage in the village 

Had a comer called my own. 

Old and young, all brought their troubles,** 

Great or small, for me to hear ; 
I have often blessed my sorrow 

That drew others' grief so near. 
Ah, the people needed helping — 

Needed love — (for Love and Heaven 
Are the only gifts not bartered. 

They alone axe freely given) — 



TRUE HONORS. 

And I gave it Philip's boaiit7 

(We were orphans, dear) maide toil 
Prosper, and want never fastened 

On the tenants of the soil. 
Philip's name (O, how I gloried. 

He so young, to see it rise !) 
Soon grew noted among statesmen 

As a patriot true and wise. 

And his people all felt honored 

To be ruled by such a name ; 
I was proud too that they loved me ; 

Through their pride in him it came. 
He had gained what I had longed for, 

I meanwhile grew glad and gay, 
'Mid his people, to be serving ' 

Him and them, in some poor way. 

I How his noble earnest speeches 

With untiring fervor came I 

I Helper of the pooh and suffebinq ; 

I Truly he deserved the name 1 

I Had my Angel's promise failed me ? 

Had that word of hope grown dim f 

I Why, my Philip had fulfilled it, 

' And I loved it best in him I 

I 

I Max meanwhile — ah, you, my darling. 

Can his loving words recall — 
'Mid the bravest and the noblest. 
Braver, nobler, than them all. 
How I loved him ! how my heart thrilled 
^ When his sword clanked by his side, 

When I touched his gold embroidery. 
Almost saw him in his pride ! 



I 



• 
»4 



TRUE HONORS. 

So we pttited ; he all eager 

To uphold the name he bore. 
Leaving in my charge — he loved me-^ 

Some one whom he loved still more : 
I must t&nd this gentle flower^ 

I must Bpeak to her of him. 
For he feared — Love still is fearful — 

That his memory might grow dim* 

I must guard her from all sorrow, 

I must play a brother's part. 
Shield all grief and trial from her« 

If it need be, with my heart. 
Years passed, and \aa name grew fiutoote ; 

We were proud, both she and I; 
And wc lived upon his letters, 

While the slow days fleeted by* 

Then at last— you know ih<i stcoy. 

How a fearful rumor spread, ] 

Till all hope had 8k>wly faded, j 

And we heard that be wae dead. 
Dead I O, those were bitter hours ; 

Yet within my soul there dwelt 
A warning, and while others mourned him, j 

Something like a hope I felt. | 

His was no weak life as mine was, j 

But a life, so full and- strong — 
No, I could not think he perished 

Nameless, 'mid a conquered throng. 
How she drooped ! Years passed; no tidings 

Came, and yet that little fiam<d 
Of strange hope within my spirit 

Still burnt on, and lived the tam#k 



TRUE HONORS, 

Ah ! my child, onr hearts will fail iu» 

When to HB they strongest seem : 
I can look back on those hoora 

Ab a fearful, evil dream. 
She had long despaired ; what wonder 

That her heart had turned to mine ? 
Earthly loves are deep and tesuUr, 

Not eternal and divine 1 

Can I say how bright a futurd 

Rose before my soul that day 1 
O, so stmnge, so sweet, so tender I 

And I had to turn away. 
Hard and terriUe the struggle. 

For the pain not mine alone ; 
I called back my Brother's spirit, 

And I bade Urn claim his own. 

Told her —now I dared to do it— 

That I felt the day would rise 
When he would return to gladden 

My weak heart and her bright eyes* 
And I pleaded — pleaded sternly ^-«- 

In his name, aiul for his sake i 
Now, I can speak calmly of it, 

Then, I thought my heart would bteak. 

Soon — ah. Love had not deceived me^ 

(Love's true instincts never err,) 
Wounded, weak, escaped from prison. 

He returned to me, — to her. 
I could thank God that bright morning. 

When I felt my Brother's gaze. 
That my heart was true and loyal. 

As ia (Mir old boyish days. 
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Bought by wounds and deeds of daring, 

Honors he had brought away ; 
Glory crowned his name — my Brother's ; 

Mine too ! — we were one that day. 
Since the crown on him had fallen, 

" Victor ys a noble strife," 
I could live and die contented 

With my poor ignoble life. 

Well, my darling, almost weaiy 

Of my story ? Wait awhile ; 
For the rest is only joyful ; 

I can tell it with a smile. 
One bright promise still was left me. 

Wound so close about my soul. 
That, as one by one had failed me. 

This dream now absorbed the whole. 

"Singer op a noble Poem," — 

Ah, my darling, few and rare 
Bum the glorious names of Poets, 

Like stars in the purple air. 
That too, and I glory in it. 

That great gift my Godfrey won ; 
I have my dear share of honor. 

Grained by that beloT^d one. 

One day shall my darling read it ; 

Now she cannot understand 
All the noble thoughts that lighten 

Through the genius of the land. 
I am proud to be his brother, 

Proud to think that hope was true ; 
Though I longed and strove so vainly, 

What I failed in, he could do. 
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I was long before I knew it. 

Longer ere I felt it so ; 
Then I strung my rhymes together 

Only for the poor and low. 
And, it pleases me to know it, 

(For I love them well indeed,) 
They care for my humble verses, 
' Pitted for their humble need. 

And, it cheers my heart to hear it. 
Where the far-off settlers roam. 
My poor words are sung and cherished. 
Just because they speak of Home. 
I And the little children sing them, 

r (That, I think, has pleased me best,) 

' Often, too, the dying love them, 

For they tell of Heaven and rest. 

! 

i So my last vain dream has faded ; 

(Such as I to think of fame !) 
' Yet I will not say it fiiiled me, 

I For it crowned my Godfrey's name. 

I No ; my Angel did not cheat me, 

' For my long life has been blest; 

He did g^ve me Love and Sorrow, 
He will bring me Light and Best 




2d A WOUArr^S <HT£8TI0ir. 

A WOMAN'S QUESTION. 

IFORE I trust my Fate to theo> 

Or place my hand in thine, 
Before I let thy Future give 
Color and form to mine, 
Before I peril all for thee, question thy soul to- 
night for me. 

I break all slighter bonds, nor feel 

A shadow of regret : 
Is there one link within the Past 

That holds thy spirit yet ? 
Or is thy Faith as clear and frM as that which I 
can pledge to thee ? 

Does there within thy dimmest dreams 

A possible future shine, 
Wherein thy life could henceforth breathe* 

Untouched, unshared by mine ? 
If so, at any pain or cost, O, tell me belbm all 
is lost. 

Look deeper still. If thou canst feel 

Within thy inmost soul, 
That thou hast kept a portion back, 

While I have staked the whole ; 
Let no false pity spare the blow, but in true mercj 
tell me so. 

Is there within thy heart a need 
That mine cannot fulfil 1 
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One chord iihat any other hand 

Could better wake or still ? 
Speak now — lest at some future day my whole 
life wither and deeay. 

Xiives there within thy nature hid 

The demons-spirit Change, 
Shedding a passing glory still 

On all things new and strange f -*- 
It may not be thy fault alone — but shield my 
heart against thy own. 

Coaldst thou withdraw thy hand one day 

And answer to my claim, 
That Fate, and that to-day's mistake -- 

Not thou '—had been to blame? 
Some soothe their conscience thus ; but thou wilt 
surely warn and save me now. 

Nay, answer not, — I dare not hear, 

The words wpnld come too Jate ; 
Yet I would spare thee all remorse, 

So, comfort thee, my Fate — 
Whatever on my heart may fidl-^iemember, I 
wmdd risk it all I 



THE THREE RULERS. 

SAW a Ruler take his stand 
And trample on a mighty land; 
The People crouched before his beck. 
His iron heel was on their neck* 
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His name shone bright through blood and pain. 
His sword flashed back their praise again. 

I saw another Euler rise : 

His words were noble, good, and wise ; 

With the calm sceptre of his pen 

He ruled the minds and thoughts of men : 

Some scofled, some praised, — while many heaxd. 

Only a few obeyed his word. 

Another Kuler then I saw : 

Iiove and sweet Pity were his law ; 

The greatest and the least had part 

(Yet most the unhappy) in his heart : 

The People, in a mighty band, 

Bose up, and droye him firom the land ! 



A DEAD PAST. 



^PABE her at least : look, yon haro 
taken from me 
The Present, and I murmur not, nor 
moan; 

The Future too, with all her glorious promise ; 
But do not leave me utterly alone. 

Sparc me the Past : for, see, she cannot harm you. 
She lies so white and cold, wrapped in her shroud ; 
All, all my own ! and, trust me, I will hide her 
Within my soul, nor speak to her aloud. 
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I folded her soft hands upon her bosom, 
And strewed my flowers upon her, — they still live : 
Sometimes I like to kiss her closed white eyelids. 
And think of aU the joy she used to give. 

Cruel indeed it were to take her from me ; 
I She sleeps, she will not wake — no fear — again : 
And so I laid her, such a gentle burthen. 
Quietly on my heart to still its pain. 

I do not think that any smiling Present, 
Any vague Future, spite of all her charms, 
Could ever rival her. You know you laid her. 
Long years ago, then living, in- my arms. 

Leave her at least : while my tears fall upon her, 
I dream she smiles, just as she did of yore ; 
As dear as ever to me — nay, it may be. 
Even dearer still' — since I have nothing mora. 



A DOUBTING BEART. 

[|HEBE are the swallows fled? 
Frozen and dead. 
Perchance upon some bleak and stormy 
shore. 
O doubting heart I 
Far over purple seas. 
They wait, in sunny case, 
The balmy southern breeze, 
To bring them to their northern homes once morsb 
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Why must the flowers die ? 
Prisoned they lie 
In the cold toaib, heedless of tean or raixi. 
O doubting heart ! 
They only sleep below 
The soft white ermine snow. 
While winter winds shall blow, 
To breathe and smile upov you ^oon again. 

The sun has hid its rays 

These many days ; 
Will dreary hours never leave the earth I 
O doubting heart ! 
The stormy clouds o» high 
Veil the same sunny sky, 
That soon .(for spring is nigh) 
Shall wake the summer into golden nirth. 

Fair hope is dead, and light 

Is quenched in night. 
What sound can break the silence of despair t 
O doubting heart I 
Thy sky is overcast, 
Tet stars dhall rise at last, 
Brighter for darkness past, 
And angels' silver voices stir the air. 
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A STUDENT. 

VER an ancient scroll I bent, 
Steeping my soul in wise content, 
Nor paused a moment, save to chide 
A low voice whispering at mj aide. 

I wove beneath the stars' pale shine 
A dream, half human, half divine ; 
And shook off (not to break the charm) 
A little hand laid on my arm. 

I read ; until my heart would glow 
With the great deeds of long ago; 
Kor heard, while with those mighty dead. 
Pass to and fro a Altering tread. 

On the old theme I pondered long, — 
The struggle between right and wrong ; 
I could not check such visions high, 
To soothe a little quivering sigh. 

I tried to solve the problem — Life; 
Dreaming of that mysterious strife, 
How could I leave such reasonings wise. 
To answer two blue pleading eyes ? 

I strove how best to give, and when. 
My blood to save my fellow-men, — 
How could I turn aside, to look 
At snowdrops laid upon my book ? 
3 
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Now Time has fled — the world is strange. 
Something there is of pain and change; 
My books lie closed upon the shelf; 
I miss the old heart in myself. 

I miss the sunbeams in my room — 
It was not always wrapped in gloom : 
I miss my. dreams — they fade so fiist. 
Or flit into some trivial past. 

The great stream of the world goes by; 
None care, or heed, or question, why 
I, the lone student, cannot raise 
My voice or hand as in old days. 

No echo seems to wake again 
My heart to anything but pain. 
Save when a dream of twilight bringi 
The fluttering of an angel's wings ! 



A KNIGHT ERRANT. 



HOUGH he lived and died among us. 

Yet his name may be enrolled 
With the knights whose deeds of daring 
Ancient chronicles have told. 



Still a stripling, he encountered 
Poverty, and struggled long, 

Gathering force from every efibrt. 
Till he knew his arm was strong. 




A KNIGHT EBRANT, ^5 

Then his heart And life he ofiered 
To hU radiant mistrefis — Tmth ; 

Never thought, or dream, or fedtering, 
Man^ the promise of hi^ youth. 

So he rode forth to defend her, 
And her peerless worth proclaim ; 

Challenging each recreant doubter 
Who aspersed her spotless name. 

First upon his path stood Ignoraaee, 
. Hideous in his brutal might ; 
Hard the blows and long the battle 
Ere the monster took to flight. 

Then, with light and fearless spuit. 

Prejudice he dared to brave ; 
Hunting back the lying craven 

To her black sulphureous cave. 

Followed by his servile minions, 

Custom, the old Giant, rose; 
Yet he, too, at last was conquered 

By the good Knight's weighty blows. 

Then he turned, and, flushed with victory. 

Struck upon the brazen shield 
Of the world's great king. Opinion, 

And defied him to the field. 

Once again he rose a conqueror. 
And, though wounded in the fight. 

With a d3ing smile of triumph 
fiftw that Troth had gained her right. 
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On his failing ear re-echoing 

Came the shouting round her throne ; 
Little cared he that no future 

With her name would link his own. 

Spent with manj a hard-fought battle, 
Slowly ebbed his life away. 

And the crowd that flocked to greet her 
Trampled on him where he lay. 

Grathering all his strength, he saw her 
Crowned and reigning in her pride ; . 

Looked his last upon her beauty, 
Baised his eyies to God, and died. 



LINGER, O GENTLE TIME. 



!^GER, O gentle Time, 
Linger, radiant grace of bright To. 
day ! 
Let not the hours' chime 
Call thee away. 
But linger near me still with fond delay. 

Linger, for thou art mine ! 
What dearer treasures can the future hold ? 

What sweeter flowers than thine 
Can she unfold ? 
What secrets tell my heart thou hast not told ? 




HOMEWARD BOUND, 
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linger in thy flight 1 
For shadows gather round, and should we part, 

A dreary, starless night 
May fill my heart, — 
Then pause and linger yet ere thou depart 

Linger, I ask no more, — 
Thou art enough forever — thou alone ; 

What future can restore, 
When thou art flown. 
All that I hold from thee and call my own ? 



HOMEWARD BOUND. 



HAVE seen a fiercer tempest. 

Known a louder whirlwind blow; 
I was wrecked off red Algiers, 
Six-4uid-thirty years ago. 
Young I was, and yet old seamen 
Were not strong or calm ad I ; 
While life held such treasures for me, 
I felt sure I could not die. 

Life I struggled for — and saved it; 

Life alone — and nothing more; 
Bruised, half dead, alone and helpless 

I was cast upon the shore. 
I feared the pitiless rocks of Ocean ; 

So the great sea rose — and then 
Cast me from her friendly bosom, 

On the pitiless hearts of men. 
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Gaunt and dreary ran the moantains. 

With black gorges, up the land ; 
Up to where the lonely Desert 

Spreads her burning, dreary sand : 
In the gorges of the mountains, 

On the plain beside the sea, 
Dwelt my stem and cruel masters, 

The black Moors of Barbary. 

Ten long years I toiled among them, 
Hopeless — as I used to say ; 

Now I know Hope burnt within me 
* Fiercer, stronger, day by day : 

Those dim years of toil and sorrow 
Like one long, dark dream appear ; 

One long day of weary waiting, -^ 
Then each day was like a year. 

How I cursed the land, my prison; 

How I cursed the serpent sea. 
And the Demon Fate that showered 

All her curses upon me ,* 
I was mad, I think — God paidon 

Words so terrible and wild — 
This voyage would have been my last one» 

For I left a wife and child. 

Never did one tender vision 

Fade away before my sight, 
Never once through all my slavery, 

Burning day or dreary night ; 
In my soul it lived, and kept me, 

Now I feel, from black despair, 
And my heart was not quite broken, 

While they lived and blest me there. 



HOMEWARD BOUND. 39 

When at night my task was over, 

I would hasten to the shore ; 
(All was strange and foreign inland, 

Nothing I had known hefore ;) 
Strange looked the hleak mountain passes, 

Strange the red glare and black shadei 
And the Oleanders, waving 

To the sound the fountains made. 

Then I gazed at the great Ocean, 

Till she grew a friend again ; 
And because she knew old England, 

I forgave her all my pain : 
So the blue still sky above me. 

With its white clouds* fleecy fold, 
Ajid the glimmering stars (though brighter), 

Looked like home and days of old. 

And a calm would &11 upon me, 
. Worn perhaps with work and pain. 
The wild hungry longing left me. 

And I was myself again : 
Looking at the silver waters, 
. Looking up at the far sky. 
Dreams of home and all I left there 
Floated sorro^vfully by. 

A fair face, but pale with sorrow. 

With blue eyes, brimful of tears. 
And the little red mouth, quivering 

With a smile, to hide its fears ; 
Holding out her baby towards me. 

From the sky she looked on me; 
So it was that last I saw her. 

As the ship put out to sea. 
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Sometimes (and a pang would seize me 

That the years were floating on) 
I would strive to paint her, altered. 

And the little baby gone : 
She no longer young and girlish, 

The child standing by her knee, 
And her face more pale and saddened 

With the weariness for mo. 

Then I saw, as night grew darker. 

How she taught my child to pray. 
Holding its small hands together. 

For its father, far away; 
And I felt her sorrow, weighing 

Heavier on me than my own. 
Pitying her blighted spring-time. 

And her joy so early flown. 

Till upon my hands (now hardened 
Widi the rough, harsh toil of years) 

Bitter drops of anguish falling. 

Woke me from my dream, to tears ; 

Woke me as a slave, an outcast, 
'Leagues from home, across the deep ; 

So — though you may call it childish-^ 
So I sobbed myself to sleep. 

Well, the years sped on — my Sorrow, 

Calmer, and yet stronger grown. 
Was my shield against all suflering 

Poorer, meaner than her own. 
Thus my cruel master's harshness 

Fell upon me all in vain, 
Tet the tale of what we suflered 

Echoed back from main to main. 
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Tott have heard in a &r country 

Of a self-devoted band, 
Vowed to rescue Christian captives 

Pining in a foreign land. 
And these gentle-hearted strangers 

Year by jrear go forth from Rome, 
In their hands the hard-earned ransom. 

To restore some exiles home. 

I was freed : they broke the .tidings 

Gently to me : but indeed 
Hour by hour sped on, I knew not 

What the words meant — I was freed ! 
Better so, perhaps ; while sorrow 

(More akin to earthly things) 
Only strains the sad heart's fibres, 

Joy, bright stranger, breaks the strings. 

Tet at last it rushed upon me, 

And my heart beat full and fast ; 
What were now my years of waiting. 

What was all the dreary past 1 
Nothing — to the impatient throbbing 

I must bear across the sea : 
Nothing — to the eternal hours 

Still between my home and me I 
♦ 
Pow the voyage passed I know not ; 

Strange it was once more to stand 
With my countrymen around me. 

And to clasp an English hand. 
But, through all, my heart was dreaming 

Of the first words I should hear, 
In the gentle voice that echoed, 

Fresh as ever, on my ear. 
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Should I see her start of wonder, 

And the sudden truth arise, 
Flushing all her face and lightening 

The dimmed splendor of her eyes ? 
Oh ! to watch the fear and doubting 

Stir the silent depths of pain, 
And the rush of joy — then melting 

Into perfect peace again. 

And tihe chiM ! — but why remember 

Foolish fancies that I thought ? 
Every tree and every hedge-row 

From the well-known past I brought ; 
I would picture my dear cottage, 

See the crackling wood-fire bum. 
And the two beside it seated. 

Watching, waiting, my return. 

So at last we reached the harbor. 

I remember nothing more 
Till I stood, my sick heart throbbing. 

With my hand upon the door. . 
There I paused — I heard her speaking f 

Low, soft, murmuring words she said ; 
Then I first knew the dumb terror 

I had had lest she were dead. 

It was evening in late autumn. 

And the gusty wind blew chill ; 
Autumn leaves were falling round me. 

And the red sun lit the hill. 
Six-and-twenty years are vanished 

Since then, — I am old and gray, — 
But I never told to mortal 

What I saw, until this day. 
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She was seated bj the fire. 

In her arms she held a child, 
Whispering baby-words caressing, 

And then, looking up, she smiled ; 
Smiled on him who stood beside her — 

Oh ! the bitter troth was told. 
In her look of trusting fondness — 

I had seen tiie look of old ! 

But she rose and turned towards me 

(Cold and dumb I waited there) 
With a shriek of fear and terror, 

And a white face of despair. 
He had been an ancient comrade-^ 

Not a single word we said. 
While we gazed upon each other. 

He the living : I the dead ! 

I drew nearer, nearer to her, 

And I took her trembling hand. 
Looking on her white face, looking 

That her heart might understand 
All the love and all the pity 

That my lips refused to say. 
I thank God no thought save sorrow 

Kose in our crushed hearts that day. 

Bitter tears that desolate moment. 

Bitter, bitter tears we wept. 
We three broken hearts together. 

While the baby smiled and slept. 
Tears alone — no words were spoken. 

Till he — till her husband said 
That my boy, (I had forgotten 

The poor child,) that he was dead. 



LIFE AND DEATH, 

Then at last I rose, and, turning, 

Wrung his hand, but made no sign ; 
And I stooped and kissed her forehead 

Once more, as if she were mine. 
Nothing of farewell I uttered, 

Save in broken words to pray 
That God would ever guard and bless her, — 

Then in silence passed away. 

Over the great restless ocean 

Six-and-twenty years I roam ; 
All my comrades, old and weary, 

Have gone back to die at home. 
Home ! yes, I shall reach a haven, 

I, too, shall reach home and rest; 
I shall find her waiting for me 

With our baby on her breast. 



LIFE AND DEATH. 




pHAT is Life, father ? " 

" A battle, my child. 
Where the strongest lance may fail, 
Where the wariest eyes may be beguiled 
And the stoutest heart may quail. 
Where the foes are gathered on every hand. 

And rest not day or night. 
And the feeble little ones must stand 
In the thickest of the fight." 



NOW, 
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" What is Death, father ? " 

" The rest, my child. 

When the strife and the toil are o'er ; 
The angel of God, who, calm and mild, 

Says we need fight no more ; 
Who, driving away the demon band. 

Bids the din of the battle cease ; 
Takes banner and spear from our foiling hand. 

And proclaims an eternal peace." 

« Let me die, father ! I tremble, and fear 
To yield in that terrible strife ! " 

" The crown must be won for heaven, dear, 

In the battle-field of life : 
My child, though thy foes are strong and tried. 

He loveth the weak and small ; 
The angels of heaven are on thy side. 

And God is over all ! " 



NOW. 



ISE ! for the day is passing. 
And you lie dreaming on ; 
The others have buckled their armor, 

And forth to the fight are gone : 

A place in the ranks awaits you. 

Each man has some part to play ; 
The Past and the Future are nothing. 
In the face of the stem To-day. 




I 



^ NOW. 

Rise from your dreams of the Future, f— 

Of gaining some hard-fought field; 
Of storming some airy fortress. 

Or bidding some giant yield ; 
Tour Future has deeds of glory. 

Of honor (Gk>d grant it may !) 
But your arm will never be stronger. 

Or the need so great as To-day* 

Rise ! if the Past detains you. 

Her sunshine and storpis forget ; 
No chains so unworthy to hold yp^ 

As those of a vain regret; 
Sad or bright, she is lifeless ever; 

Cast her phantom arms away. 
Nor look back, save to learn i£& lessor 

Of a nobler strife To-day. 

Rise ! for the day is passing ; 

The sound that you scarcely hear 
Is the enemy marching to battle : 

Arise ! for the foe is here ! 
Stay not to sharpen your weapons, 

Or the hour will strike at last. 
When, from dreams of a coming battle. 

You may wake to find it past I 
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[|ET thy gold be cast in the furnace, 
Thy red gold, precious and bright ; 
Do not fear the hungry fire, 

With its caverns of burning light ; 
And thy gold shall return more precious, 

Free frova. every spot and stain; 
For gold must be tried by fire, 
As a heart must be tried by pain ! 

In the cruel fire of Sorrow 

Cast thy heart, do not faint or wail ; 
Let thy hand be firm and steady. 

Do not let thy spirit quail : 
But wait till the trial is over. 

And take thy heart again ; 
For as gold is tried by fire, 

So a heart must be tried by pain ! 

I shall know by the gleam and glitter 

Of the golden chain you wear. 
By your heart's calm strength in loving 

Of the fire they have had to bear. 
Beat on, true heart, forever ; 

Shine bright, strong golden chain ; 
And bless the cleansing fire. 

And the furnace of living pdn I 
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THE VOICE OF THE WIND. 

rET us throw more logs on the fire! 
We have need of a cheerful light, 
And close round the hearth to gathei; 
For the wind has risen to-night 
With the mournful sound of its wailing 

It has checked the children's glee, 
And it calls with a louder clamor 
Than the clamor of the sea. 

Hark to the voice of the wind ! 

Let us listen to what it is saying. 

Let us hearken to where it has been ; 

For it tells, in its terrible crying, 

The fearful sights it has seen. 

It clatters loud at the' casements, 

Hound the house it hurries on, 

■ And shrieks with redoubled fury 

When we say, " The blast is gone ! " 
Hark to the Toice of the wind! 

It has been on the field of battle. 

Where the dying and wounded lie ; 
And it brings the last groan they uttered, ' 

And the ravenous vulture's cry. 
It has been where the icebergs were meeting, 

And closed with a fearful crash : 
On shores where no foot has wandered 

It lias heard the waters dash. 

Hark to the voice of the wind 1 
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It has been on the desolate ocean 

When the lightning struck the mast ; 
It has heard the cry of the drowning 

Who sank as it hurried past ; 
The words of despair and anguish 

That were heard by no living ear. 
The gun that no sigmil answered. 

It brings them aU to us here. 

Haik to the Toice of the wind ! 

It has been -09 ^e lonely moorland, ' 

Where the treacherous snow-drift lief. 
Where the traveller, spent and weary, 

6aspe4 fainter and fainter cries ; 
It has heard the bay of the bloodhounds 

On the track of the hunted slave. 
The lash and the curse of the master, 

And the groan that tlie captive gave. 
Baxk to the voice of the windl 

It has swept through the gloomy forest, 

Where the sledge was urged to its speed. 
Where the howling wolves were rushing 

On th^ track of the panting steed. 
Where the pool was black and lonely. 

It caught up a splash and a cry, — 
Only the bleak sky heard it. 

And the wind as it hurried by. 
Hark \o the voice of the wind I 

Then throw more logs on the to. 

Since the air is bleak and cold. 
And the children are drawing nigher, 

For the tfUes that the wind has told. 

4 
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So closer and closer gather 

Bound the red and crackling light ; 

And rejoice (while the wind is blowing) 
We are safe and warm to-night. 
Hark to the Yoice of the wind 1 



TREASURES. 




ET me count my treasures. 
All my soul holds dear. 
Given me by dark spirits 
Whom I used to fear. 



Through long days of anguish. 
And sad nights, did Fain 

Forge my shield, Endurance, 
Bright and free from stain I 

Doubt, in misty caverns, 
'Mid dark horrors sought. 

Till my peerless jewel. 
Faith, to me she J)rought 

Sorrow, that I wearied 
Should remain so long. 

Wreathed my starry glory. 
The bright Crown of Song. 

Strife, that racked my spirit 
Without hope or rest, 

Left the bloonung flower. 
Patience, on my breast. 



SHINING STARS, 

Safibring, that I dreaded, 
Ignorant of her charms. 

Laid the fair child. Pity, 
Smiling, in my arms. 

So I count my treasures. 
Stored in days long past, «- 

And I thank the givers. 
Whom I know at last! 



SHINING STARS. 



!?E, ye stars of heaven. 
On a world of pain I 
See old Tune destroying 
All our hoarded gain ; 
All our sweetest flowers, 
Every stately shrine, 
All our hard-earned glory. 
Every dream divine 1 

Shine, ye stars of heaven. 

On the rolling years I 
See how Time, consoling. 

Dries the saddest tears. 
Bids the darkest storm-clouda 

Pass in gentle rain. 
While upspring in glory 

Flowers and dreams again I 
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WAITING. 

Shine, ye stars of heaven. 

On a world of fear ! 
See how Time, avenging, 

Bringeth judgment here: 
Weaving ill-won honors 

To a fiery crown ; 
Bidding hard hearts perish ; 

Casting prond hearts down. 

Shine, ye stars of heaven, 
^ On the hours' slow flight I 
See how Time, rewarding. 

Gilds good deeds with light ; 
Pays with kingly measnre ; 

Brings earth's dearest prize ; 
Or, crowned with rays diviner, 

BidB the end arise 1 



WAITING. 



I 




HEREFOHE dwell so sad and lonely 
By the desolate sea-shore, 
With the melancholy snrges 
Beating at yonr cottage door 1 



« Ton shall dwell beside the castle 
Shadowed by onr ancient trees ; 

And your life shall pass on gently. 
Cared for, and in rest and < 



r 
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^Ladj, one who loved me dearij 

Sailed for distant lands away ; 
And I wait here his returning 

Hopefiilly from day to day. 

" To my door I bring my Bpinningy 

Watching every ship I see ; 
Waiting, hoping, till the sunset 

Fades into the western sea. 

« Afber sunset, at my casement. 

Still I place a signal light ; 
He will see ite well-known shining 

Should his ship return at night. 

" Lady, see your infant smiling, 
With its flaxen curling hair, — « 

I remember when your mother 
Was a baby just as fair. 

'* I was watching then, and hoping : 
Tears have brought great change to all ; 

To my neighbors in their cottage. 
To you nobles at the hall. 

" Not to me, — for I am waiting, 
And the years have fled so fiust, 

I must look at you to tell mo 

That a weary time has past I " 

« When I hear a footstep coming 
On the shingle — years have fled— 

Yet amid a thousand others, 

I shall know his quick, light tread. 
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<' When I hear (to-night it may be) 
Some one pausing at mj door, 

I shall know the gay, soft accents, 
Heard and welcomed oft before I 

" So each day I am more hopeftd. 
He may come before the night ; 

Every sunset I feel surer 

He must come ere morning light. 

" Then I thank jovl, noble lady. 
But I cannot do your will : 

Where he left me he must find me, 
Waiting, watching, hoping, still I " 



THE CRADLE-SONG OP THE POOR. 

USH I I cannot bear to see thee 
Stretch thy tiny hands in vain ; 
Dear, I have no bread to give thee. 
Nothing, child, to ease Siy pain ! 
When God sent thee first to bless me. 
Proud, and thankful too, was I ; ^ 
Now, my darling, I, thy mother. 
Almost long to see thee die. 

Sleep, my darling, thou art weary ; 
God is good, but life is dreary. 

I have watched thy beauty fading. 
And thy strength sink day by day , 

Soon, I know, will Want and JFever 
Take thy little life away. 
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Fanune makes thy father reckless, 
Hope has left both him an^ me ; 
We could sofier all, my baby. 
Had we but a crust for thee. 

Sleep, my darling, thou art weary; 
God is good, but life is dreary. 

Better thou shouldst perish early, 

Starve so soon, my darling one. 
Than in helpless sin and sorrow 

Vainly live as I have done. 
Better that thy angel spirit 

With my joy, my peace, were flown. 
Than thy heart grew cold and careless, 

Beckless, hopeless, like my own. 

Sleep, my darling, thou art weary; 
God is good, but life is dreary. 

I am wasted, dear, with hunger. 

And my brain is all opprest, 
I have scarcely strength to press thee, 

Wan and feeble, to my breast. 
Patience, baby, God will help us. 

Death will come to thee and me, 
He will take us to his heaven. 

Where no want or pain can bo. 

Sleep, my darling, thou art weary; 
God is good, but life is dreary. 

Such the plaint that, late and early. 

Did we listen, we might hear 
Close beside us, — but the thunder 

Of a city dulls our ear. 



BE STRONG. 

Every heart, as God's bright angel. 
Can bid one such sorrow cease ; 
God has glory when his children 
Bring his poor ones joy and peaoe I 
Listen, nearer while she sings 
Sounds the fluttering of winga 1 



BE STRONG. 

E strong to hope, fiiearti 
Though day is bright. 
The stars can only shine 
In the dark night. 
Be strong, O Heart of mine. 
Look towards the light 1 

Be strong to bear, O Heart 1 

Nothing is yain: 
Strive not, for life is caie, 

And God sends pain ; 
Heaven is above, and thera 

Best will remain I 

Be strong to love, O Heart I 
Love knows not wrong ; 

Didst thou love — creatures ev^ 
Life were not long ; 

Didst thou love God in heaven. 
Thou wouldst be strong ! 



1 
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GOD'S GIFTS. 

OD gave a gift to Earth : — a chfld. 
Weak, innocent, and nndefiled, 
Opened its ignorant ejes and smiled. 

It lay BO helpless, so fbrloi*n^ 
Earth took it coldly and in scorn^ 
CuTsing the day when it was bora* 

She gave it first a tarnished name. 
For heritage, a tainted fame, 
Then cradled it in want and shame* 

An influence of Good or Right, 
All ray of God's most holy light. 
She curtained closely fixnn its sight. 

Then tnmed her heart, her eyes away. 
Beady to look again the day 
Its litde feet began to stray. 

In dens of giiilt the baby played, 
Where sin, and sin alone, was madd 
The law that all around obeyed., 

With ready and obedient care> 

He learnt the tasks they taught him there ; 

Black sin for lesson, — oaths for prayer. 

Then Earth arose, and, in her might. 
To vindicate her injured right, 
Thrust him in deeper depths of night. 
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Branding him with a deeper brand 
Of shame, he could not understand. 
The felon outcast of the land. 



God gave a gift to Earih : — a child. 
Weak, innocent, and nndefiled, 
Opened its ignorant eyes and smiled. 

And Earth receired the gift, and cried 
Her joy and triumph far and wide. 
Till echo answered to her pride. 

She blest the hour when first he came 
To take the crown of pride and fame. 
Wreathed through long ages for his name. 

Then bent her utmost art and skill 
To train the supple mind and will, 
And guard it ftom a breath of ill. 

She strewed his morning path with flowers^ 
And Love, in tender dropping showers, 
Nourished the blue and dawning hours. 

She shed, in rainbow hues of light, 
A halo round the Good and Right, 
To tempt and charm the baby's sight. 

And every step, of work or play, 
Was lit by some such dazzling ray. 
Till morning brightened into day. 



I 

1 
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And then the World arose, and said. 
Let added honors now be shed 
On such a noble heart and head ! 

O World, both gifts were pure and bright, 
Holy and sacred in God*8 sight : — 
God will judge them and thee aright I 



A TOMB IN GHENT. 

SMILING look she had, a iigufe slight, 
With cheerful air, and step both quick 

and light ; 
A strange and foreign look the maiden 
bore, 

That« suited the quaint Belgian dress she wore ; 
Tet the blue, fearless eyes in her fair face. 
And her soft voice, told her of English race ; 
And ever, as she flitted to and fto. 
She sang, (or murmured, rather,) soft and low, 
Snatches of song, as if she did not know 
That she was singing, but the happy load 
Of dream and thought thus from her heart o'er- 

flowed: 
And while on household cares she passed along. 
The air would bear me fragments of her song ; 
Not sfich as Tillage maidens sing, and few 
The framers of her changing music knew ; 
Chants such as heaven and earth first heard of when 
The niBster Falestrina held the pen. 
Bat I with awe had often turned the page, 
Yellow with time, and half defaced by age, 
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And listened, with an ear not quite unskilled, 

While heart and soul to the grand echo thrilled ; 

And much I marvelled, as her cadence feU 

From the Laudate, that I knew so well, 

Into Scarlatti's minor fogne, how she 

Had learned such deep and solemn harmony. 

But what she told I set in rhyme, as meet 

To chronicle the influence, dim and sweet, 

'Neath which her young and innocent life had grown : 

Would that my words were simple as her own. 

Manjr years since, an English workman went 
Over the seas, to seek a home in Ghent, 
Where English skill was prized ; nor toiled invaia; 
Small, yet enough, his hurd-eamed daily gain. 
He dwelt alone, — in sorrow, or in pride. 
He mixed not with the workers by his side ; 
He seemed to care but for one present joy, •^ 
To tend, to watch, to teach his sickly boy. 
Seyere to all beside, yet for the child 
He sof);ened his rough speech to soothings mild ; 
For him he smiled, with him each day he walkeil 
Through the dark, gloomy streets ; to him he talked 
Of home, of England, and strange stories told 
Of English heroes in the days of old ; 
And, (when the sunset gilded roof and spire,) 
The marvellons tale which never seemed to tire : 
How the gilt dragon, glaring fiercely down 
From the great belfry, watching all the town» 
Was brought, a trophy of the wars diyine, 
3y a Crusader from far Palestine, 
And given to Bruges ; and how Ghent arosd, 
And how they struggled long as deadly foes. 
Till Ghent, one night, by a brave soldier's skill. 
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I Stold the great dragon ; and she keeps it stilL 

One day the dragon — so 't is said — will rise. 
Spread his bright wings, and glitter in the skies. 
And over desert lands and azure seas 
i Will seek his home 'mid palm and cedar trees. " 

I So, as he passed the belfiy every day, 

i The boy would look if it were flown away ; 

£ach day surprised to find it watching there^ 
I Above him, as he crossed the ancient square. 

To seek the great cathedral, that bad grown 
A home for him ^^ mysterious and his own. 

Dim with dark shadows of the ages past, 
St. Bavon stands, solemn and rich and vast ; 
The slender pillars, in long vistas spread, 
liike forest arches meet and close overhead ; 
So high that, like a weak and doubting prayer. 
Ere it <^n float to the carved angels there. 
The silver clouded incense fiiints in air : 
Only the organ's voice, with peal on peal, 
Can mount to where those fiir-off angels kneel. 
Here the pale boy, beneath a low side-arch. 
Would hsten to its solemn chant or march ; 
Folding his little hands, his simple prayer 
Melted in childish dreams, and both in air : 
While the great organ over all would roll, 
Speaking strange secrets to his innocent soul. 
Bearing on eagle-wings the great desire 
Of all the kneeling throng, and piercing higher 
Than aught but love and prayer can reach, until 
Only the silence seemed to listen still ; 
Or gathering like a sea still more and more. 
Break in melodious waves at heaven's door. 
And then fi&ll, slow and soft, in tender rain. 
Upon the pleading, longing hearts again. 



1 
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Then he would watch the rosy Bimlight glow, 
That crept along the marble floor below, 
Passing, as life does, with the passing hoars, 
Now by a shrine all rich with gems and flowers, 
Nolt" on the brazen letters of a tomb. 
Then, leaving it again to shade and gloom. 
And creeping on, to show, distinct and quaint. 
The kneeling figure of some marble saint : 
Or lighting up the carvings strange and rare. 
That told of patient toil, and reverent care ; 
Ivy that trembled on the spray, and ears 
Of heavy com, and slender bulrush spears. 
And all the thousand tangled weeds that grow 
In summer, where the silver rivers flow ; 
And demon-heads grotesque, that seemed to glare 
In impotent wrath on all the beauty there : 
Then the gold rays up pillared shaft would climb. 
And so be drawn to heaven, at evening time. 
And deeper silence, darker shadows flowed 
'On all around, only the windows glowed 
With blazoned glory, like the shields of light 
Archangels bear, who, armed with love and might. 
Watch upon heaven's battlements at night. 
Then all was shade ; the silver lamps that gleamed, I 

Lost in the daylight, in the darkness seemed I 

Like sparks of fire in the dim aisles to shine. 
Or trembling stars before each separate shrine. 
Grown half afraid, the child would leave them there. 
And come out, blinded by the noisy glare 
That burst upon him from the busy square. 

The church was thus his home for rest or play; 
And as he came and went again each day. 
The pictured faces that he knew so well 
Seemed to smile on him welcome and farewelL 
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Bat holier, and dearer far than all, 

One sacred spot his own he loved to call ; 

Save at midday, half-hidden by the gloom ; 

The people caU it The White Maiden's Tomb : 

iFor there she stands ; her folded hands are pressed 

Together, and laid softly on her breast. 

As if she waited but a word to rise 

From the doll earth, and pass to the bine skies ; 

Her lips expectant part, she holds her breath. 

As listening for the angel voice of death. 

None know how many years have seen her so, 

Or what the name of her who sleeps below. 

And here the child would come, and strive to trace. 

Through the dim twilight, the pure, gentle face 

He loved so well, and here Me ofb would bring 

Some violet-blossom of the early spring. 

And, climbing softly by the fretted stand. 

Not to disturb her, lay it in her hand ; 

Or, whispering a soft, loving message sweet. 

Would stoop and kiss the little marble feet. 

So, when the organ's pealing music rang. 

He thought amid the gloom the Maiden sang ; 

With reverent, simple faith by her he knelt. 

And &ncicd what she thought, and what she felt ; 

" Glory to Grod," re-echoed from her voice, 

And then his little spirit would rejoice ; 

Or when the Requiem sobbed upon the air. 

His baby tears dropped with her mournful prayer. 

So years fled on, while childish fancies past. 
The childish love and simple faith could last. 
The artist-soul awoke in him, the flame 
Of genius, like the light of Heaven, came 
Upon his brain, and (as it will, if true) 
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It touched hk heart and lit bi9 spirit, too. 
His father saw, and with a proad contenii 
Let him forsake the toil where he had spent 
His youth's first years, and on one happy day 
Of pride, before the old man passed away. 
He stood with qniyering lips, and the big teara 
Upon his cheek, and heard the dream of yearn 
Living and speaking to his very heart, — 
The low, hnshed murmnr at the wondrous art 
Of him who with young, trembUng fingers made 
The great church^rgan answer as he played ; 
And, as the uncertain sound grew full and stroog. 
Bush with harmonious spirit-wings along. 
And thrill with master-power the breathless throngs 

The old man died, and years passed on, and $1iU 
The young musician bent his heart and will 
To his dear toil. St. Bavon now had growa 
More dear to him, and even more his own ; 
And as he left it every night he prayed 
A moment by the archway in the shade. 
Kneeling once more within the sacred gloom 
Where the White Maiden watched upon her tQmV* 
His hopes of travel and a world-wide fame. 
Cold Time had sobered, and his fragile fnn^^ 
Content at last only in dreams to roam, 
Away from the tranquillity of home ; 
Content that the poor dwellers by his side 
Saw in him but the gentle friend and guide. 
The patient counsellor in the poor strife 
And petty details of their common life, 
Who comforted where woe and grief might £sd\. 
Nor slighted any pain or want as small. 
But wliose greai; heart took in and felt for all. 



) 
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Still he grew famous ; — many came to be 
His pupils in the art of harmony. 
One day a yoico floated so pure and free 
Above his music, that he turned to see 
What angel sang, and saw before his eyes, 
What made his heart leap with a strange surprise. 
His own White Maiden, calm, and pure, and mild. 
As in his childish dreams she sang and smiled ; 
Her eyes raised up to Heayen, her lips apart. 
And music overflowing from her heart. 
Bat the faint blush that tinged her cheek betrayed 
Ko marble statue, but a living maid ; 
Perplexed and startled at his wondering look. 
Her rustling score. of Mozart's Sanctus shook; 
The uncertain notes, like birds within a snare. 
Fluttered and died upon the trembling air. 

Days passed ; each morning saw the maiden 
stand. 
Her eyes cast down, her lesson in her hand. 
Eager to study, never weary, while 
Kepaid by the approving word or smile 
Of her kin4 master ; days and months fled on ; 
One day the pupil from the choir was gone ; 
Gone to take light, and joy, and youth once more 
Within the poor musician's humble door; 
And to repay, with gentle, happy art. 
The debt so many owed his generous heart. 
And now, indeed, was one who knew and felt 
That a great gift of God within him dwelt ; 
One who could listen, who could understand. 
Whose idle work dropped from her slackened hand. 
While with wet eyes entranced she stood, nor knew 
How the melodious wingM hours flew ; 
5 
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Who loved his art as none had loyed before. 
Yet prized the noble, tender spirit more. 
While the great organ brought from far and near 
Lovers of harmony to praise and hear. 
Unmarked by aught save what filled every day. 
Duty, and toil, and rest, years passed away : 
And now by the low archway in the shade 
Beside her mother knelt a little maid. 
Who through the great cathedral learned to roam. 
Climb to the choir, and bring her father home ; 
And stand, demure and solemn by his side. 
Patient till the last echo softly died; 
Then place her little hand in his, and go 
Down the dark winding stair to where below 
The mother knelt, within the gathering gloom 
Waiting and pra3ring by the Maiden's Tomb. 

So their life went, until, one winter's day, 
Father and child came there alone to pray, — 
The mother, gentle soul, had fled away ! 
Their life was altered now, and yet the child 
Forgot her passionate grief in time, and smiled. 
Half wondering why, when spring's £resh breezes 

came. 
To see her father was no more the same. 
Half guessing at the shadow of his pain, 
And then contented if he smiled again, 
A sad, cold smile, that passed in tears away. 
As reassured she ran once more to play. 
And now each year that added grace to grace. 
Fresh bloom and sunsliine to the young girl's face^ 
Brought a strange light in the musician's eyes. 
As if he saw some starry hope arise. 
Breaking upon the midnight of sad skies. 



1 
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It might be bo '. more feeble year by year, 
The wanderer to his resting-place drew near. 
One day the Gloria he coold play no more 
Echoed its grand rejoicing as of yore ; 
His hands were clasped, his weary head was laid, 
Upon the tomb where the White Maiden prayed ; 
Where the child's love first dawned, his soul first 

spoke. 
The old man's heart there throbbed its last and broke. 
The grave cathedral that had nursed his youth, 
Had helped his dreaming, and had taught him truth. 
Had seen his boyish grief and baby tears. 
And watched the sorrows and the joys of years. 
Had lit his fame and hope with sacred rays. 
And consecrated sad and happy days. 
Had blessed his happiness, and soothed his pain, 
Kow took her faithM servant home again. 

He rests in peace : some travellers mention yet 
An organist whose name they all forget. 
He has a holier and a nobler fame 
By poor men's hearths, who love and bless the nami 
Of a kind fiiend ; and in low tones to-day 
Speak tenderly of him who passed away. 
• Too poor to help the daughter of their friend, 
They grieved to see the little pittance end ; 
To see her toil and. strive with cheerful heart, 
To bear the lonely orphan's struggling part ; 
They grieved to see her go at last alone 
To English kinsmen she had never known : 
And here she came ; the foreign girl soon found 
Welcome, and love, and plenty all around, 
And here she pays it back with earnest will, 
By well-taught housewife watchfulness and skill ; 
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Deep in her heart she holds her fiither's name, 
And tenderly and proudly keeps his fame ; 
And while she works with thrifty Belgian care. 
Past dreams of childhood float upon the air ; 
Some strange old chant, or solemn Latin hymn. 
That echoed through the old cathedral dim, 
When as a little child each day she went 
To kneel and pray by an old tomb in Ghent. 



THE ANGEL OF DEATH. 




[|HY shonldst thou fear the beaotiftil 
angel, Death, 
Who waits thee at the portals of tho 
skies. 

Beady to kiss away thy struggling breath, 
Heady with gentle hand to close thine eyes ? 

How many a tranquil soul has passed away. 
Fled gladly from fierce pain and pleasures dim. 

To the eternal splendor of the day; 
And many a troubled heart still calls for him. 

Spirits too tender for the battle here 

Have turned from life, its hopes, its fears, its 
charms ; 
And children, shuddering at a world so drear, 

Have smiling passed away into his arms. 

He whom thou fearest will, to ease its pun. 
Lay his cold hand upon thy aching heart : 
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Will soothe the terrors of thy troubled brain, 
And bid the shadow of earth's grief depart. 

He will give back what neither time, nor might, 
Nor passionate prayer, nor longing hope restore, 

(Dear as to long-blind eyes recovered sight,) 
He will give back those who are gone before. 

O, what were life, if life were all ? Thine eyes 
Are blinded by their tears, or thouwouldst see 

Thy treasures wait thee in the far-off skies. 

And Death, thy friend, will give them all to thee. 



A DREAM. 

iL yesterday I was spinning. 
Sitting alone in the sun ; 
And the dream that I spun was so 
lengthy, 
It lasted till day was done. 

I heeded not cloud or shadow 

That flitted over the hill, 
Or the humming-bees, or the swallows. 

Or the trickling of the rill. 

I took the threads for my spinning. 

All of blue summer air. 
And a flickering ray of sunlight 

Was woven in here and there. 
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The shadows grew longer and longer. 
The evening wind passed hy. 

And the purple splendor of sunset 
Was flooding tiie western sky. 

But I could not leave my spinning, 
For so fair my dream had grown^ 

I heeded not, hour by hour, 
How the silent day had flown. 

At last the gray shadows fell round me. 
And the night came dark and chilly 

And I rose and ran down the valley. 
And left it all on the hill. 

I went up the hill this morning 

To the place where my spinning lay, — 

There was nothing but glistening dewdropa 
Bemained of my dream to-day. 



THE PBESENT. 

not crouch to-day, and worship 
The old Past, whose life is fled ; 
Hush your voice to tender reverence ; 
Crowned he lies, but cold and dead : 
For the Present leigns our monarch. 

With an added weight of hours ; 
Honor her, for she is mighty I 
Honor her, for she is ouis t 




CHANGES. jt 

See the shadows of his heroes 

Girt aronnd her cloudy tlirone ; 
Every day the ranks are strengthened 

By great hearts to him unknown ; 
Noble tilings the great Past promised, 

Holy dreams, both strange and new ; 
But the Present shall fulfil them, 

What he promised she shall do. 

She inherits all his treasures, 

She is heir to all his fame, 
And the light that lightens round her 

Is the lustre of his name ; 
She is wise with all his wisdom, 

Living on his grtive she stands. 
On her brow she bears his laurels. 

And his harvest in her hands. 

Coward, can she reign and conquer 

If we thus her glory dim ? 
Let us fight for her as nobly 

As our &thers fought for him. 
God, who crowns the dying ages. 

Bids her rule, and us obey, — 
Bids us cast our lives before her. 

Bids us serve the great To-day. 



CHANGES. 

OURN, O rejoicing heart! 
The hours are flying ; 
Each one some treasure takes. 
Each one some blossom breaks, 
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And leaves it dying ; 
The chill dark night draws near. 

Thy sun will soon depart. 

And leave thee sighing ; 
Then mourn, rejoicing heart. 

The hoars are flying 1 

Rejoice, O grieving heart I 

The hours fly fast ; 
With each some sorrow dies, 
With each some shadow flies. 

Until at last 
The red dawn in the east 

Bids weary night depart. 

And pain is past. 
Bejoice then, grieving heart. 

The hours fly fast 1 



STRIVE, WAIT, AND PRAT. 

TRIVE ; yet I do not promise 

The prize you dream of to-day 
Will not fade when you think to grasp it, 
And melt in your hand away ; 
But another and holier treasure. 

You would now perchance disdain. 
Will come when your toil is over. 
And pay you for all your pain. 




Wait ; yet I do not tell you 
The hour you long for now 
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Will not come with its radiance vanished. 

And a shadow upon its brow ; 
Yet far through the misty future, 

With a crown of starry light, 
An hour of joy you know not 

Is winging her silent flight. 

Pray ; though the gift you ask for 

May never comfort your fears. 
May never repay your pleading. 

Yet pray, and with hopeful tears ; 
An answer, not that yon long for. 

But diviner, mil come one day ; 
Your eyes are too dim to sec it. 

Yet strive, and wait, and pray. 

m 

A LAMENT .FOR THE SUMMER. 

S)OAN, ye Autumn Winds ! 
Summer has fled, 
The flowers have closed their tender 
leaves and die ; 
The lily's gracious head 
All low must lie, 

Because the gentle Summer now is dead. 

Grieve, O ye Autumn Winds I 

Sunmier lies low ; 
The rose's trembling leaves will soon be shed, 

For she that loved her so, 
Alas ! is dead. 

And one by one her loving children go. 




^4 THE UNKNOWN GRAVE, 

Wail, O ye Autumn "Winda \ 

She lives no more, 
The gentle Summer, fvith her balmy breath, 

Still sweeter than before 
When nearer death. 

And brighter every day the smile she wore ! 

Mourn, monm, O Antnnm Winds, 

Lament and mourn ; 
How many half-blown buds must close and die ; 

Hopes with the Summer bom 
AU faded lie, 

And leave us desolate and Earth forlorn ! 



THE UNKNOWN GRAVE. 

name to bid us know 

Who rests below, 
No word of death or birth. 
Only the grass's wave. 
Over a mound of earth. 
Over a nameless grave. 

Did this poor wandering heart 

In pain depart ? 
Longing, but all too late, 

For tiie calm home again, 
Where patient watchers wait, 

And still will wait in vain. 

Did mourners come in scorn, 
And thus forlorn 



1 





QIVB ME THT HEART. ^^ 

(<ea¥e him, with grief and Bhame» 

To silence and decay, 
^d hide the tarnished namo 

Of the unconscious clay ? 

It may be from his side 

His loYcd ones died. 
And, last of some bright band, 

(Together now once more,) 
He sought his home, the land 

Where they had gone before. 

No matter, — limes have made 

As cool a shade. 
And lingering breezes pass 

As tenderly and slow, 
As if beneath the grass 

A monarch slept below. 

No grief, though loud and deep. 

Could stir that sleep ; 
And earth and heayen tell 

Of rest that shall not cease. 
Where the cold world's farewell 

Fades into endless peace. 



GIVE ME THY HEABT. 

ITH echoing steps the worshippers 
Departed one by one ; 
The organ's pealing voice was stilled^ 
The vesper hymn was done ; 
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The shadows fell from roof and arch. 

Dim was the incensed air, 
One lamp alone, with trembling ray. 

Told of the Presence there 1 

In the dark chnrch she knelt alone ; 

Her tears were falling fast ; 
"Help, Lord," she cried, "the shades of deatb 
. Upon my soul are cast ! 
Have I not shunned the path of sin. 

And chosen the better part ? " 
What voice came through the sacred air *? — 

" My child, give me thy Heart I " 

" Have I not laid before Thy shrine 

My wealth, O Lord ? " she cried ; 
" Have I kept aught of gems or gold. 

To minister to pride ? 
Have I not bade youth's joys retire. 

And vain delights depart ? " — 
But sad and tender was the voice,— 

« My child, give me thy Heart I " 

*\ Have I not, liord, gone day by day 

Where Thy poor children dwell ; 
And carried help, and gold, and food ? 

O Lord, Thou knowest it well ! 
From many a house, from many a soul. 

My hand bids care depart " : — 
•More sad, more tender was the voice, — 

" My child, give me thy Heart I " 

" Have I not worn my strength away 
With &st and penance sore 1 



1 
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t imtchcd and wept 1 " she cried; 
I Thy dcflj* Saints do more 1 
; gtiined Thy grace, O Lord, 
a in lleavon my part 1 " — 
[ louder in her &oul, — 
j^dU^j ^v^ me % Heart! 

[ hai-c loved thee with a love 
aortal hcai't can sliow ; 
I deep, my Saints in heaven 
pdis can never know : 
i pietocd. and wounded on the Cross, 
kCb Bin and dooin were mine, 
\ml thee with undyiag love, 
biniortal and divino ! 

|Vjved tboe ere the skies were spread; 
It gonl bears all thy pains ; 
gain thy love tny satied Heart 
\ eartbiy shrines remains : 
i are thy offerings, vain thy sighs, 
Ftthont one j^ift divine ; 
i i% my cldld, thy Heart to me, 
\ it shali rest in mine ! " 



^ flhc listened, and the shade 

. ftoia lier soul away ; 
' and tremblin;^ voice she cried, — 
ord, help me to obey 1 
: Thon the chains of earth, Lord, 
llmtbir V heart; 

it br alone, 

f^t r ^ part. 
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" Send down, O Lord, Thy sacred ^le I 

Consume and cleanse the sin 
That lingers still within its depths : 

Let heavenly lore begin. 
That sacred flame Thy Saints h4ve known, 

EindlC) O Lord, in me, 
Thou above all the rest forever. 

And all the rest in Thee." 

The blessing fell npon her sonl ; 

Her angel by her side 
Knew that the hour of peaee was come ; 

Her soul was purified : 
The shadows fell from roof and arch. 

Dim was the incensed air, — 
But Peace went with her as she left 

The sacred Presence there I 



THE WAYSIDE INN. 



LITTLE past the Village 

The Inn stood, low and white ; 
Green shady trees behind it. 
And an orchard on the right ; 
Where over the green paling 

The red-cheeked apples hung. 
As if to watch how wearily 

The sign-board creaked and swong. 
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The heavy-laden branches, 

Over the road hung low, 
Keflected fruit or blossom 

From the wayside well below ; 
Where children, drawing water. 

Looked up and paused to see, 
Amid the apple-bmnches, 

A purple Judas-Tree. 

The road stretched winding Onward 

For many a weary mile, — 
So dusty, foot-sore wanderers 

Would pause and rest awhile ; 
And panting horses halted, 

And travellers loved to tell 
Tb& quiet of the wayside inn. 

The orchard, and the well. 

Here Kaurice dwelt ; and often 

The sunburnt boy would stand 
Gazing upon the distance. 

And shading with his hand 
His eyes, while watching vainly 

For travellers, who might need 
His aid to loose the bridle. 

And tend the weary steed. 

And once (the boy remembered 

That morning many a day, — 
The dew lay on the hawthorn, 

The bird sang on the spray) 
A train of horsemen, nobler 

Than he had seen before. 
Up from the distance galloped, 

And halted at the door. 



8o THE WAYSIDE Jim. 

Upon a milk-white ponj. 

Fit for a faery queen, 
Was the loveliest little damsel 

His e jes had ever seen : 
A serving-man was holding 

The leading rein, to guide 
The pony and its mistress, 

"Who cantered hy his side. 

Her sonny ringlets round her 

A golden cloud had made, 
While her large hat was keeping 

Her calm blue eyes in shade ; 
One hand held &st the silken reins 

To keep her steed in check, 
The other pulled his tangled mane. 

Or stroked his glossy neck. 

And as the boy brought water. 

And loosed the rein, he heard 
The sweetest voice that thanked him 

In one low gentle word ; 
She turned her blue eyes £rom him. 

Looked up, and smiled to see 
The hanging purple blossoms 

Upon the Judas-Tree ; 

And showed it with a gesture. 

Half pleading, half command. 
Till he broke the fisurest blossom. 

And laid it in her hand ; 
And she tied it to her sadtUe 

With a ribbon from her hair, 
While her happy laugh rang gayly, 

like silver on the air. 
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B)it the champing steeds were rested^ — 

The horsemen now spurred on^ 
And down the dusty highway 

They vanished and were gone. 
Years passed, and many a traveller 

Paused at the old inn-door. 
But the little milk-white pony 

And the child returned no mo^ 

Tears passed, the apple-hranches 

A deeper shadow shed ; 
And many a time the Judas-Tiee, 

Blossom and leaf, lay dead ; 
When on the loitering western hreezQ 

Came the bells' merry sound. 
And flowery arches rose, and flag! 

And banners waved around. 

Maurice stood there expectant : 

The bridal train would stay 
8ome moments at the inn-door. 

The eager watohers say ; 
They come, — the cloud of dust draws wear, — 

'JB^d aU the state and pride, 
He only sees the golden hair 

And blue eyes of the bride. 

The same, yet, ah, still &irer ; 

He knew the face once more 
That bent above the pony's neck 

Years past at that innZdoor : 
Her shy and smiling eyes looked round. 

Unconscious of the placej 
Unconscious of the eager gaze 

He fixed upon her face. 
6 



Z% THE WAYSIDE INN. 

He plucked a blossom from the tree — 

The Judas-Tree — and cast 
Its purple fragrance towards the Bride, 

A message from the Past. 
The signal came, the horses plunged, — 

Once more she smiled around : 
The purple blossom in the dust 

Lay trampled on the ground. 

Again the slow years fleeted. 

Their passage only known 
By the height the Passion-flower 

Around the porch had grown ; 
And many a passing traveller 

Paused at die old inn-door, 
But the bride, so fair and blooming. 

The bride returned no more. 

One winter morning, Maurice, 

Watching the branches bare. 
Bustling and waving dimly 

In the gray and misty air, 
Saw blazoned on a carriage 

Once more the well-known shield. 
The stars and azure fleurs-de-lis 

Upon a silver field. 

He looked — was that pale woman. 

So grave, so worn, so sad, 
The child, once young and smiling. 

The bride, once fair and glad ? 
What grief had dimmed that glory. 

And brought that dark eclipse 
Upon her blue eyes* radiance, • 

And paled those trembling lips 1 



THE WAYSIDE INN. 

What memory of past sorrow, 

What stab of present pain, 
Brought that deep look of anguish. 

That watched the dismal rain, 
That watched (with the absent spirit 

That looks, yet does not see) 
The dead and leafless branches 

Upon the Judas-Tree. 

The slow dark months crept onward 

Upon their icy way. 
Till April broke in showers. 

And Spring smiled forth in May ; 
Upon the apple-blossoms 

The sun shone bright again. 
When slowly up the highway 

Came a long funeral train. 

The bells tolled slowly, sadly. 

For a noble spirit fled ; 
^ Slowly, in pomp and honor. 

They bore the quiet dead. 
Upon a black-plumed charger 

One rode, who held a shield, 
Wliere stars and azure fleurs-de-lii 

Shone on a silver field. 

*M\d all that homage given 

To a fluttering heart at rest, 
Perhaps an honest sorrow 

Dwelt only in one breast. 
One by the inn-door standing 

Watched with fast-dropping tears 
The long procession passing. 

And thought of bygone years. 



VOICES OF THE PAST. 

The boyish, silent homage 

To child and bride nx^own. 
The pitying tender sorrow 

Kept in his heart alone, 
Now laid upon the coffin 

With a purple flower, might be 
Told to the cold, dead sleeper ; -^ 

The rest could only see 
A fragrant purple blossom. 

Plucked from a Judas-lSree. 



VOICES OF THE PAST. 

OU wonder that my tears should flow 
In listening to that simple strain ; 
That those unskilful sounds should fill 
My soul with joy and pain : 
How can you tell what thoughts it stirs 
Within my heart again 1 

You wonder why that common phrase^ 

So all unmeaning to your ear, 
Should stay me in my merriest mood. 

And thrill my soul to hear : 
How can you tell what ancient charm 

Has made me hold it dear ? 

You marvel that I turn away 

From all those flowers so fair and bright^ 
And gaze at this poor herb, till tears 

Arise and dim my sight : 




THE DARK SIDE. 

You cannot tell how every leaf 
Breadies of a past delight. 

You smile to see me turn and speak 
With one whose converse you despise; 

You do not see the dreams of old 
That with his voice arise : 

How can you tell what links have made 
Him sacied in my eyes ? 

O these are Voices of the Fast, 

Links of a broken chain, 
Wings that can bear me back to Times 

Which cannot come again : 
Yet God forbid that I should lose 

The echoes that remain 1 



THE PAKE SIDE. 

HOIJ hast done well, perhaps. 
To lift the bright disguise. 
And lay the bitter truth 
Before our shrinking eyes ; 
When evil crawls below 

What seems so pure and &ir. 
Thine eyes are keen and true 
To find the serpent there : 
And yet — I turn away ; 

Thy task is not divine, — 
The evil angels look 

On earth with eyes like thine. 




86 THE DARK SIDE. I 

Thou hast done well, perhapa, | 

To show how closely wound 
Dark threads of sin and self 

With our best deeds are found, \ 

How great and noble hearts, 

Stiiying for lofty aims, 
Have still some earthly diord 

A meaner spirit claims ; \ 

And yet — although thy task 

Is well and fairly done, 
Methinks for such as thou 

There is a holier one. \ 

Shadows there are, who dwell 

Among us, yet apart. 
Deaf to the claim of God, ■ 

Or kindly human heart ; ' 

Voices of earth and heaven 

Call, but they turn away, 
And Love, through such black night, j 

Can see no hope of day ; 
And yet — our eyes are dim, 

And thine are keener far : 
Then gaze till thou canst see 

The glimmer of some star. • 

The black stream flows along 

Whose waters we despise,— 
Show us reflected there 

Some fragment of the skies ; 
'Neath tangled thorns and briers, 

(The task is fit for thee,) 
Seek for the hidden flowers, 

We are too blind to see ; 




A FIRST BORROW. 

Then will I thy great gift 
A crown and blessing call ; 

Angels look thus on men, 
And God sees good in all ! 



A FIRST SORROW. 

E I this day shall shine, 
Forevermore, 
To thee a star divine. 
On Time's dark shore. 

Till now thy sonl has been 

All glad and gay : 
Bid it awake, and look 

At grief to-day 1 

Ko shade has come between 

Thee and the snn ; 
Like some long childish dream 

liiy life has mn : 

But now the stream has reached 

A dark, deep sea, 
And Sorrow, dim and crowned. 

Is waiting thee. 

Each of God's soldiers bears 

A sword divine : 
Stretch oat thy trembling hands 

To-day for thine 1 



gg MlJR2iUlC8. 

To each anointed Priest 
God's summons came : 

Soul, he speaks to^j, 
And calls thy name. 

Then, with slow reverent step, 

Ahd beating heart, 
From ont thy joyous days 

Thou must depart. 

And, leaving all behind. 

Come forth alone, 
To join the chosen band 

Around the throne. 

Baise up thine eyes — be strohg. 

Nor cs&t A-way 
The crown that God has givth 

Thy soul to-day I 



MURMURS. 

HY wilt thou make bright music 
Give forth a sound of pain ? 
Why wilt thou weave lafr flowers 
Into a weary chain ? 



Why turn each cool gray shadow 

Into a world of fears 1 
Why say the winds are wailing ? 

Why call the dewdrops tears ? 




MURMima. 

The voices of happy nature. 
And the Heayen's sonny gleam, 

Beprove thy sick heart's fkncies, 
Upbraid thy foolish dream. 

Listen, and I 'will tell thee 

The song Creation sings, 
Prom the hamming of bees in the heathcfr, 

To the flatter of angels' wings. 

An echo rings foreyer. 

The soand can never cease ; 
It speaks to God of ^ory, 

It speaks to Earth of peace. 

Kot alone did angels sing it 

To the poor shepherds' ear ; 
Bat the sphered Heavens chant it, 

While listening ages hear. 

Above thy peevish wailing 

Rises that holy song ; 
' Above Earth's foolish clamor. 
Above the voice of wrong. 

No creature of God's too lowly 
To murmor peace and praise : 

When the starry nights grow silent^ 
Then speak tide sonny days. 

So leave thy sick heart's fandes. 

And lend thy little voice 
To the silver song of glory 

That bids the world rejoice. 



GIVE. 



GIVE. 



1 




EE the riven flowing 
Downwards to the sea, 
Pouring all their treasures 
Bonntifhl and free : 
Yet to help their giving 
Hidden springs arise ; 
Or, if need be, showers 
Feed them fix>m the skies I 

Watch the princely flowers 

Their rich fragrance spread. 
Load the air with perfumes. 

From their beauty shed : 
Tet their lavish spending 

Leaves them not in dearth. 
With fresh life replenished 

By their mother earth 1 

Give thy heart's best treasures,— 

From fiur Nature learn ; 
Give thy love — and ask not, 

Wait not a return I 
And the more thou spendest 

From thy little store. 
With a double bounty, 

God will give thee more. 
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MY JOUENAL. 

T is a dreary evening ; 

The shadows rise and fall : 
With strange and ghostly changes, 
They flicker on the waU. 

Make the charred logs bnm brighter ; 

I will show you, by their blaze, 
The half-forgotten record 

Of bygone things and days. 

Bring here the ancient volume ; 

The clasp is old and worn. 
The gold is dim and tarnished. 

And the &ded leaves are torn. 

The dust has gathered on it, — 

There are so few who care 
To read what Time has written 

Of joy and sorrow there. 

Look at the first fair pages ; 

Yes, I remember all : 
The joys now seem so trivial. 

The grie& so poor and smalL 

Iiet us read the dreams of glory 
That childish fancy made ; ' 

Turn to the next few pages, 
And see how soon they &de. 



MY JOURNAL. 

Here, where still waiting, dreaming. 

For some ideal Life, 
The yonng heart all nnconsdons 

Had entered on the strife. 

See how this page is blotted : 

What, could those tears be mine f 
How coolly I can read yon 



1 



Each blurred and trembling line. 1 



Now I can reason calmly, 

And, looking back again. 
Can see divinest meaning 

Threa^ng each separate pain. 

Here strong resolve — how broken-; 

Rash hope, and foolish fear. 
And prayers, which God in pity 

Befosed to grant or hear. 

Nay, I will turn the pages 

To where the tale is told 
Of how a dawn diviner 

Flushed the dark douda with gold. 

And see, that light has gilded 
The story — nor shall set ; 

And, though in mist and shadow. 
Ton know I see it yet. 

Here — well, it does not matter, 

I promised to read all ; 
I know not why I falter, 

Or why my tears should fall; 



MY JOURNAL, 

You see each grief is noted ; 

Yet it was better so — 
I can rejoice to-day — the pain 

Was over, long ago. 

I read — my voice is failing. 
Bat yoa can understand 

How the heart beat that guided 
This weak and tremblhig hand. 

Pass oyer that long straggle, 
Head where the comfort came^ 

Where the first time is written 
Within the book yoar name. 

Again it comes, and ofbener, 
Linked, as it now most be. 

With ail the joy or sorrow 
That Life may bring to me. 

So all the rest — you know it ; 

Now shut the clasp again^ 
And pat aside the record 

Of bygone hoars of pain. 

The dost shall gather on it, 
I will not read it more : 

Give me yoar hand — what was it 
We were talking of before ? 

I know not why — but tell me 
Of something gay and bright. 

It is strange — my heart is heavy. 
And my eyes are dim to-night. 



n 
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A CHAIN. 



A CHAIN. 




HE bond that links onr sonls together; 
Will it last through stormy weather ? 
Will it monlder and decay 
As the long hoars pass away ? 

Will it stretch if Fate divide us, 

When dark and weary hours have tried ns 1 

O, if it look too poor and slight, 

Let us break the links to-night I 

It was not forged by mortal hands, 

Or clasped with golden bars and bands ; 

Save tUne and mine, no other eyes 

The slender link can recognize : 

In the bright light it seems to fade — 

And it is hidden in the shade ; 

While Heaven nor Earth have never heard. 

Or solemn vow, or plighted word. 

Yet what no mortal hand could make. 
No mortal power can ever break ; 
What words or vows could never do. 
No words or vows can make untrue ; 
And if to other hearts unknown 
The dearer and the more our own, 
Because too sacred and divine 
For other eyes, save thine and mine. 

And see, though slender, it is made 
Of Love and Trust, and can they fade ? 



THE PILGRIMS. 95 

While, if too slight it seem, to bear 
' The breathings of the summer air, 
We know that it could bear the weight 
Of a most heavy heart of late. 
And ajs each da j and hour flew 
The stronger for its burthen grew. 

And, too, we knoV and feel again 
It has been sanctified by pain, 
For what God deigns to try with sorrow 
He means not to decay to-morrow ; 
But through that fiery trial last 
When earthly ties and bonds are past ; 
What slighter things dare not endure 
Will make our Love more safe and pure. 

Lore shall be purified by Pain, 
And Pain be soothed by Love again : 
So let us now take heart and go 
Cheerfully on, through joy and woe ; 
No change the summer sun can bring. 
Or the inconstant skies of spring. 
Or the bleak winter's stormy weather, 
For we shall m^t them. Love, together I 



THE PILGRIMS. 

HE way is long and dreary, 
The path is bleak and bare ; 
Our feet are worn and weary. 
But we will not despair. 




^ INCOMPLETENESa. 

More heavy was Thy hurthen*. 
More desolate Thy way; — 
O Lamb of God who takest 
The sin of the world away, 
Have merctf on tu. 

The snows lie thick around ns 
In the dark and gloomy night ; 
And the tempest wails above ns. 
And the stars have hid their light; 
Bnt blacker was the darkness 
Round Calvary's Cross that day ; — 
Lamb of God who takest 
The sin of the world away, 
Have mercy on us. 

Our hearts are faint with sorrow^ 
Heavy and hard to bear ; 
For we dread the bitter morrow, . 
But we will not despair : 
Thou knowest all our anguish. 
And Thou wilt bid it cease, — 
O Lamb of God who takest 
The sin of the world away, 
drive us Thy Peace! 



INCOMPLETENESS. 

OTHING resting in its own completeness 
Can have worth or beauty : but alone 
Because it leads and tends to fiuthei 



^ 




Puller, higher, deeper than its own. 
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Spring's real glory dwells not in the meaning. 
Gracious though it be, of her blue hours ; 
But is hidden in her tender leaning 
To the Summer's richer wealth of flowers. 

Dawn is fair, because the mists fade slowly 
Into Day, which floods the world with light ; 
Twilight's mystery is so sweet and holy 
Just because it ends in starry Night. 

Childhood's smiles imconscious graces borrow 
From Strife, that in a far-off future lies ; 
And angel glances (veiled now by Life's sorrow) 
Draw our hearts to some beloved eyes. 

Life is only bright when it proceedeth 
Towards a truer, deeper Life above ; 
Human Love is sweetest when it leadeth 
To a more divine and perfect Love. 

Leam the mystery of Progression duly : 
Do not call each glorious change, Decay ; 
But know we only hold our treasures truly, 
When it seems as if they passed away. 

Nor dare to blame God's gifts for incompleteness ; 
In that want their beauty lies : they roll 
Towards some infinite depth of love and sweetness, 
Bearing onward man's reluctant soul. 
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A LEGEND OF BREGENZ. 

IRT round with nigged mountains 
The fair Lake Constance lies ; 
In her blue heart reflected 
Shine back the starry skies ; 
And, watching each white cloudlet 

Float silently and slow, 

You think a piece of Heaven 

Lies on our earth below ! 

Midnight is there : and Silence, 

Enthroned in Heaven, looks down 
Upon her own calm mirror, 

Upon a sleeping town : 
For Bregenz, that quaint city 

Upon the T}to1 shore, 
Has stood above Lake Constance 

A thousand years and more. 

Her battlements and towers. 

Prom off their rocky steep. 
Have cast their trembling shadow 

For ages on the deep ; 
Mountain, and lake, and valley, 

A sacred legend know. 
Of how the town was saved, one night. 

Three hundred years ago. 

Far from her home and kindred, 
A Tyrol maid had fled, 
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A LEGEND OF BREGENZ. 

To serve in the Swiss valleys. 
And toil for daily bread ; 

And every year that fleeted 
So silently and fast, 

Seemed to bear further from her 
The memory of the Past 



She served kind, gentle masters, 

Nor aaked for rest or change ; 
Her friends seemed no more new ones, 

Their speech seemed no more strange ; 
And when she led her cattle 

To pasture every day, 
She ceased to look and wonder 

On which side Bregenz lay. 

She spoke no more of Bregenz, 

With longing and with tears ; 
Her Tyrol home seemed faded 

In a deep mist of years ; 
She heeded not the mmors - 

Of Austrian war and strife ; 
Each day she rose contented. 

To the calm toils of life. 

Yet, when her master's children 

Would clustering round her stand, 
She sang them ancient ballads 

Of her own native land ; 
And when at mom and evening 

She knelt before God's throne, 
The accents of her childhood 

Rose to her lips alone. 
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And 80 she dwelt : the valley K 

More peaceful year by year ; \ 

When suddenly strange portents, 

Of some great deed seemed near. \ 

The golden corn waA bending \ 

Upon its fragile stalk, 
While farmers, heedless of their fields, 

Faced up and down in talk. i 

The men seemed stem and altered. 

With looks cast on the ground ; 
With anxious faces, one by one, | 

The women gathered round ; ' 

All talk of flax, or spinning. 

Or work, was put away ; 
The very children seemed afraid 

To go alone to play. 

One day, out in the meadow 

With strangers*from the town, 
Some secret plan discussing, i 

The men walked up and down. 
Tet now and then seemed watching 

A strange uncertain gleam. 
That looked like binces 'mid the trees. 

That stood below the stream. 

At eve they all assembled. 

Then care and doubt were fled ; 
With jovial laugh they feasted ; 

The board was nobly spread. 
The elder of the village 

Bose up, his glass in hand. 
And cried, " We drink the downfall 

Of an accursed land I 
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" The night is growing darker. 

Ere one more day is flown, 
Bregenz, our foemen's stronghold, 

Bregenz shall be our own ! " 
The women shrank in terror, 

(Yet Pride, too, had her part,) 
But one poor Tyrol maiden 

Felt death within her heart. 

Before her stood fiur Bregenz ; 

Once more her towers arose ; 
What were the friends beside her 1 

Only her country's foes I 
The faces of her kinsfolk, 

The days of childhood flown, 
The echoes of her mountains, 

Beclaimed her as their own ! 

Nothing she heard around her, 

(Though shouts rang forth again,) 
Gone were the green Swiss valleys, 

The pasture, and the plain ; 
Before her eyes one vision, 

And in her heart one cry. 
That said, " Go forth, save Bregenz, 

And then, if need be, die ! " 

With trembling haste and breathless. 

With noiseless step, she sped ; 
Horses and weary cattle 

Were standing in the shed ; 
She loosed the strong, white charger. 

That fed from out her hand. 
She mounted, and she turned his head 

Towards her native Und. 
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Out — out into the darkness — 

Faster, and still more fast ; 
The smooth grass flies behind her. 

The chestnut wood is past ; 
She looks up ; clouds are heavy : 

Why is her steed so slow 1 — 
Scarcely the wind beside them 

Can pass them as they go. 

" Faster ! " she cries, " O fester I " 

Eleven the church-bells chime : 
" O God," she cries, *' help Bregenz, 

And bring me there in time 1 " 
But louder than bells' ringing, 

Or lowing of the kine. 
Grows nearer in the midnight 

The rushing of the Bhine. 

Shall not the roaring waters 

Their headlong gallop check I 
The steed draws back in terror. 

She leans upon his neck 
To watch the flowing darkness ; 

The bank is high and steep ; 
One pause — he staggers forward. 

And plunges in the deep. 

She strives to pierce the blackness. 

And looser tlirows the rein ; 
Her steed must breast the waters 

That dash above his mane. * 
How gallantly, how nobly. 

He struggles through ^e foam. 
And see — in the far distance 

Shine out the lights of home I 
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Up the steep banks he bears her. 

And now, they rush again 
Towards the heights of Bregenz, 

That toTj^er above the plain. 
They reach the gate of Bregenz, 

Jnst as the midnight rings, 
And out come serf and soldier 

To meet the news she brings. 

Bregenz is saved ! Ere daylight 

Her battlements are manned ; 
Defiance greets the army 

That marches on the land. 
And if to deeds heroic 

Should endless fame be paid, 
Bregenz does well to honor 

The noble Tyrol maid. 

Three hundred years are vaoished. 

And yet upon the hill 
An old stone gateway rises. 

To do her honor still. 
And there, when Bregenz women 

Sit spinning in the shade, 
They see in quaint old carving 

The Charger and the Maid. 

And when, to guard old Bregenz, 

By gateway, street, and tower, 
The warder paces all night long 

Akid calls each parsing hour ; 
" Nine," " ten," " eleven," he cries aloud. 

And then (O crown of Fame !) 
When midnight pauses in the skies. 

Ho calls the maiden's name I 
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ARE WELL, O dream of mine ! 
I dare not stay ; 
The hour is come, and time 
Will not delay : 
Pleasant and dear to me 

Wilt thou remain ; 
No future hour 
Brings thee again. 

She stands, the Future dim, , 

And draws me on. 
And shows me dearer joys, — . 

But thou art gone ! i 

Treasures and Hopes more fair 

Bears she for me. 
And yet I linger, | 

O dream, with thee ! 

Other and brighter days 

Perhaps she brings ; . 

Deeper and holier songs 

Perchance she sings ; 
But thou and I, fair time. 

We too must sever: — i 

O dream of mine, 

Farewell for ever ! 
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SOWING AND REAPING. 

W with a generous hand ; 

Pause not for toil or pain ; 
Weary not through the heat of STunmer, 
Weary not through the cold spring 
rain; 

But wait till the autumn comes 
For the sheaves of golden grain. 

Scatter the seed, and fear not, 

A table will be spread ; 
What matter if you are too weary 

To eat your hard-earned bread : 
Sow, while the earth is broken. 

For the hungry must be fed. 

Sow ; — while the seeds are lying 
In the warm earth's bosom deep, 

And your warm tears fall upon it, — 
They will stir in their quiet sleep ; 

And the green blades rise the quicker. 
Perchance, for the tears you weep. 

Then sow ; — for the hours are fleeting, 

And the seed must fall to-day ; 
And care not what hands shall reap it, 

Or if you shall have passed away 
Before the waving corn-fields 

Shall gladden the sunny day. 
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Sow ; and look onward, upward, 
Where the starry light appears, — 

Where, in spite of the coward's doubting. 
Or your own heart's trembling fears, 

You shall reap in joy the harvest 
Tou hAYO sowu to-day in tears. 



THE STORM. 



HE tempest rages wild and high, 
The waves lift up their voice and cry 
Fierce answers to the angry sky, — 
Miserere Lhmine. 



Through the black night and driving rain, 
A ship is struggling, all in vain. 
To live upon the stormy main ; — 

Miserere Domine, 

The thunders roar, the lightnings glare. 
Vain is it now to strive or dare ; 
A cry goes up of great despair, — 

Miserere Domine, 

The stormy voices of the main. 
The moaning wind and petting rain 
Beat on the nursery window-pane : •— 
Miserere Domine, 
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Wann cnrtaiiied was the little bed. 
Soft pillowed was the little head ; 
" The storm will wake the child," they said : — 
Miserere Domine, 

Cowering among his pillows white 
He prays, his blue eyes dim with fright, 
" Father, saye those at sea to-night ! " — 
Miserere Domine, 

The morning shone all clear and gay. 
On a ship at anchor in the bay. 
And on a little child at play, — 

Gloria tibi Domine / 



WORDS. 

OBDS are lighter than the clond-foam 
Of the restless ocean spray ; 
Vainer than the trembUng shadow 

That the next hour steals away. 

By the fall of summer rain-drops 

Is the air as deeply stirred ; 
And the rose-leaf that we tread on 
Will outlive a word. 

Yet, on the dull silence breaking 
With a lightning flash, a Word, 

Bearing endless desolation 

On its blighting wings, I heard : 
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Earth can forge no keener weapon. 

Dealing Barer death and pain. 
And the cruel echo answered 
Through long years again. 

I have known one word hang starlike 
0*er a dreary waste of years. 

And it only shone the brighter 

Looked at throngh a mist of tears ; 

While a weary wanderer gathered 
Hope and heart on Life's dark way. 

By its fiuthful promise, shining 
Clearer day by day. 

I have known a spirit, calmer 
Than the calmest lake, and clear 

As the heavens that gazed upon it. 
With no wave of hope or fear ; 

But a storm had swept across it. 
And its deepest depths were stirred, 

(Never, never more to slumber,) 
Only by a word. 

I have known a word more gentle 
Than the breath of sunmier air ; 

In a listening heart it nestled. 
And it lived forever there. 

Not the beating of its prison 
Stirred it ever, night or day ; 

Only with the heart's last throbbing 
Could it fide away. 

Words are mighty, words are living : 
Serpents with their venomous stings. 



1 




A LOVE TOKEN. 109 

Or bright angels, crowding round as, 
With heayen's light upon their wings : 

Every word has its own spirit, 
True or false, that never dies ; 

Every word man's lips have uttered 
Echoes in God's skies. 
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you grieve no costly ofiering 
To the Lady you can make ? 
One there is, and gifts less worthy 
Queens have stooped to take. 

Take a Heart of virgin silver, 
Eashion it with heavy blows, 

Cast it into Love's hot furnace 
When it fiercest glows. 

With Pain's sharpest point transfix it, 
And then carve, in letters fair. 

Tender dreams and quaint devices, 
Eancies sweet and rare. 

Set within it Hope's blue sapphire, 

Many-changing opal fears. 
Blood-red ruby-stones of daring. 

Mixed with pearly tears. 

And when you have wrought and labored 
Till the gift is all complete. 



no A TRYST WITH DEATK 

Yon may hnmblj lay yonr offering 
At the Lad/B feet 

Should her mood perchance be gracioofi, 
With disdainful, smiling pride. 

She will place it with the trinkets 
Glittering at her side. 



A TRYST WITH DEATH. 
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AM footsore and very weaiy. 
But I trarel to meet a IViend : 

The way is long and dreary, 
But I know that it soon must end. 



He is travelling fast like the whirlwind. 
And though I creep slowly on. 

We are drawing nearer, nearer. 
And the journey is almost done. 

Through the heat of many summers. 
Through many a spring-time rain. 

Through long autumns and weary winters, 
I have hoped to meet him in vain. 

I know that he will not fail me. 
So I count every hour chime. 

Every throb of my own heart's beating. 
That tells of the flight of Time. 

On the day of my birth he plighted 
His kingly word to me : — 
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I have seen him in dreams so often. 
That I know what his smile must be. 

I have toiled through the sunny woodland, 
Through fields that basked in the light ; 

And through the lone paths in the forest 
I crept in the dead of night. 

I will not fear at his coming, 

Although I must meet him alone ; 

He will look in my eyes so gently, 
And take my hand in his own. 

liike a dream all my toil will vanish. 
When I lay my head on his breast : 

But the journey is very weary, 
And he only can give me rest 1 
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OU have taken back the promise 
That you spoke so long ago ; 
Taken back the heart you gave me, — 
I must even let it go. 
Where Love once has breathed, Pride dieth : 

So I struggled, but in vain, 
Pirst to keep the links together. 
Then to piece the broken chain. 




But it might not be — so freely 
- All your friendship I restore. 
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And the heart that I had taken 

As my own for evermore. 
Ko shade of reproach shall touch yon. 

Dread no more a claim from me : 
Bnt I will not have you fancy 

That I count myself as free. 

I am bound by the old promise ; 

What can break that golden chain ? 
Not even the words that you have spoken. 

Or the sharpness of my pain : 
Do you think, because you fail me 

And draw back your hand to-day. 
That from out the heart I gave you 

My strong love can fade away ? 

It will live. No eyes may see it ; 

In my soul it will lie deep, 
Hidden from all ; but I shall feel it 

Often stirring in its sleep. 
So remember, that the friendship. 

Which you now think poor and vain. 
Will endure in hope and patience, 

Till you ask for it again. 

Perhaps in some long twilight hour, 

Like those we have known of old. 
When past shadows gather round yon. 

And your present friends grow cold. 
You may stretch your hands out towards me, - 

Ah ! you will — I know not when — 
I shall nurse my love and keep it 

Faithfully, for you, till then. 



I 
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HAT lack the valleys and moniitaiiiJB 
That once were green and gay 1 
What lack'the habbling fountains ? 
_ Their voice is sad to-day. 
Only die sonnd of a voice. 
Tender and sweet and low, 
That made the earth rejoice, 
A year ago I 

What lack &e tender flowers ? 

A shadow is on the sun : 
What lack the merry hours, 

That I long that they were done ? 
Only two smiling eyes. 
That told of joy and mirth; 
They are shining in the skiet, 
I mourn on earth I 

What lacks my heart, that makes it 

So weary and full of pain. 
That trembling Hope forsakes it» 
Never to come again ? 
Only another heart. 
Tender and all mine own. 
In the still grave it lies; 
I weep abne I 
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3Y Life you ask of? why, you know 
Full soon my little Life is told ; 
It has had no great joy or woe, 
For I am only twelve years old. 

Erelong I hope I shall have been 

On my iSrst voyage, and wonders seen. 

Some princess I may help to firee 

From pirates on a far-off sea ; 

Or, on some desert isle be left, 

Of friends and shipmates all bereft. 

For the first time I venture forth 
From our blue mountains of the north. 
My kinsman kept the lodge that stood 
Guarding the entrance near the wood. 
By the stone gateway gray and old. 
With quaint devices carved about. 
And broken shields ; while dragons bold 
Glared on the common world without ; 
And the long trembling ivy spray 
Half hid the centuries' decay. 
In solitude and silence grand 
The castle towered above the land : 
The castle of the Earl, whose name 
(Wrapped in old bloody legends) came 
Down through the times when Truth and Right 
Bent down to armM Pride and Might. 
He owned the country far and near ; 
And, for some weeks in every year, 
(When the brown leaves were foiling &fit 
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And the long, lingering autnmn past,) 
He would come down to hunt the deer, 
With hound and horse in splendid pride. 
The story lasts the live-long year, 
The peasant's winter evening fills. 
When he is gone and they abide 
In the lone quiet of their hills. 

I longed, too, for the happy night, 
When, all with torches flaring bright. 
The crowding, villagers would stand, 
A patient, eager, waiting band, 
Until the signal ran like flame, 
" They come ! " and, slackening speed, they came. 
Outriders first, in pomp and state. 
Pranced on their horses through the gate ; 
Then the four steeds as black as night. 
All decked with trappings blue and white, 
Drew through the crowd that opened wide. 
The Earl and Countess side by side. 
The stem grave Earl, with formal smile 
And glistening eyes and stately pride, ' 

Could ne'er my childish gaze beguile 
From the fair presence by his side. 
The lady's soft sad glance, her eyes, 
(Like stars that shone in summer skies,) 
Her pure white face so calmly bent. 
With gentle greetings round her sent ; 
Her- look, that always seemed to gaze 
Where the blue past had closed again 
Over some happy shipwrecked days. 
With all their freight of love and pain : 
She did not even seem to see 
The little lord upon her knee. 
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And yet he was like angel fiur, 
With rosy checks and golden hair, 
That fell on shoulders white as snow : 
But the blue eyes that shone below 
His clustering rings of aubom curls 
Were not his moti^er's, but the Earl's. 

I feared the Earl, so cold and grim, 
I never dared be seen by him. 
When through our gate he used to ride. 
My kinsman Walter bade me hide ; 
He said he was so stem. 
So, when the hunt came past our way, 
I always hastened to obey. 
Until I heard the bugles play 
The notes of their return. 
But she — my very heart-strings stir 
Whene'er I speak or think of her — 
The whole wide world could never see 
A noble lady such as she, 
So full of angel charity. 

Strange things of her our neighbors told 
In the long winter evenings cold, 
Around the fire. They would draw near 
And speak half-whispering, as in fear ; 
As if they thought the Earl could hear 
Their treason 'gainst his name. 
They thought the story that his pride 
Had stooped to wed a low-bom bride, 
A stain upon his fame. 
Some said 'twas &lse ; there could not bo 
Such blot on his nobility : 
But others vowed that tiiey had heard 
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The actnal story word for word, 
From one who well my lady knew. 
And had declared the story true. 

In a far village, little known. 
She dwelt — so ran the tale — alone. 
A widowed bride, yet, oh ! so bright. 
Shone through the mist of grief, her charms ; 
They said it was the loveliest sight— 
She with her baby in her arms. 
The Earl, one summer morning, rode 
By the sea-shore where she abode ; 
Again he came — that vision sweet 
Drew him reluctant to her feet. 
Fierce must the struggle in his heart 
Have been, between his love and pride. 
Until he chose that wondrous part. 
To ask her to become his bride. 
Yet, ere his noble name she bore. 
He made her vow that nevermore 
She would behold her child again. 
But hide his name and hers from men* 
Tiie trembling promise duly spoken. 
All links of the low past were broken ; 
And she arose to take her stand 
Amid the nobles of the land. 
Then all would wonder — could it be 
That one so lowly bom as she, 
Kaised to such height of bliss, should seem 
Still living in some weary dream ? 
'T IS true she bore with calmest grace 
The honors of her lofty place. 
Yet never smiled, in peace or joy. 
Not even to greet her princely boy. 
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She heard, with face of white despair. 
The cannon thunder through the air, 
Tliat she had given the Earl an heir. 
Nay, even more, (they whispered low. 
As if they scarce durst fancy so,) 
That, through her lofty wedded life. 
No word, no tone, betrayed the wife. 
Her look seemed ever in the past ; 
Never to him it grew more sweet ; 
The self-same weary glance she cast 
Upon the greyhound at her feet, 
As upon him, who bade her claim 
The crowning honor of his name. 

This gossip, if old Walter heard. 
He checked it with a scornful word : 
I never durst such tales repeat ; 
He was too serious and discreet 
To speak of what his lord might do ; 
Besides, he loved my lady too. 
And many a time, I recollect. 
They were together in the wood ; 
He, with an air of grave respect. 
And earnest look, uncovered stood. 
And though their speech I never heard, 
(Save now and then a louder word,) 
I saw he spake as none but one 
She loved and trusted durst have done ; 
For oft I watched them in the shade 
That the close forest branches made. 
Till slanting golden sunbeams came 
And smote the fir-trees into fiame, 
A radiant glory round her lit. 
Then down her white robes seemed to flit. 
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Gilding the brown leaves on the ground. 
And all the waving ferns around. 
While by some gloomy pine she leant 
And he in earnest talk would stand, 
I saw the tear-drops, as she bent, 
Fall on the flowers in her hand. — 
Strange as it seemed and seems to be. 
That one so sad, so cold as she. 
Could love a little child like me. 
Yet so it was. I never heard 
Such tender words as she would say. 
And murmurs, sweeter than a word. 
Would breathe upon me as I lay. 
While I, in smiling joy, would rest. 
For hours, my head upon her breast. 
Our neighbors said that none could see 
In me- the common childish charms, 
(So grave and still I used to be,) 
And yet she held me in her arms. 
In a fond clasp, so close, so tight, 
I often dream of it at night. 
She bade me tell her all, — no other 
My childish tlioughts e'er cared to know : 
For I — I never knew my mother ; 
I was an orphan long ago. 
. And I could all my fancies pour. 
That gentle, loving face before. 
She liked to hear me tell her all ; 
How that day I had climbed the tree, 
To make the largest fir-cones fall ; 
And how one day I hoped to be 
A sailor on the deep blue sea, — 
She loved to hear it all \ 
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Then wondrous things she used to tdl. 
Of the strange dreams that she had known. 
I used to love to hear them well. 
If only for her sweet low tone, 
Sometimes so sad, although I knew 
That such things never could he true. 
One day she told me such a tale 
It made me grow all cold and pale. 
The fearful thing she told ! 
Of a poor woman mad and wild 
Who coined the life-blood of her child^ 
And, tempted by a fiend, had sold 
The heart out of her breast for gold. 
But when she saw me frightened seem. 
She smiled, and said it was a dream. 
When I look back and think of her. 
My very heart-strings seem to stir ; 
How kind, how fair she was, how good, 
I cannot tell you. If I could. 
You, too, would love her. The mere thought 
Of her great love for me has brought 
Tears in my eyes : though far away. 
It seems as it were yesterday. 
And just as when I look on high. 
Through the blue silence of the sky, 
Fresh stars shine out, and more and more. 
Where I could see so few before ; j 

So, the more steadily I gaze ' 

Upon those far-off misty days, 4 

Fresh words, fresh tones, fresh memories start ' 

Before my eyes and in my heart. 
I can remember how one day 
(Talking in silly childish way) 
I said how happy I should be 
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IS I were like her son, — as fiur. 
With just such bright blue eyes as he, 
And snch long locks of golden hair. 
A strange smile on her pale face broke, 
And in strange, solemn words she spoke : 
" My own, my darling one, — no, no I 
I love you, fer, far better so. 
I would not change the look yon bear. 
Or one wave of your dark brown hair. 
The mere glance of your sunny eyes, 
Deep in my deepest soul I prize 
Above that baby fair ! 
Not one of all the Earl's proud line 
In beauty ever matched with thine ; 
And, 't is by thy dark locks thou art 
Bound even faster round my heart. 
And made more wholly mine ! '' 
And then she paused, and weeping said, 
" You are like one who now is dead, — 
Who sleeps in a far-distant grave. 
O, may God grant that you may be 
As noble and as good as he. 
As gentle and as brave ! " 
Then in my childish way I cried, 
** The one you tell me of who died, 
Was he as noble as the Earl ? " 
I see her red lips scornful curl, 
I feel her hold my hand again. 
So tightly, that I shrink in pain, •— 
I seem to hear her say, 
" He whom I tell you of, who died. 
He was so noble and so gay. 
So generous and so brave. 
That the proud Earl by his dear side 
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Would look a craven slave." 

She paused ; then, with a quivering sigh. 

She laid her hand upon my brow : 

" Live like him, darling, and so die. 

Kemember that he tells you now, 

True peace, real honor, and content. 

In cheerful, pious toil abide ; 

That gold and splendor are but sent 

To curse our vanity and pride." 

One day some childish fever pain 
Burnt in my veins and fired my brain. 
Moaning, I turned from side to side ; 
And, sobbing in my bed, I cried. 
Till night in calm and darkness crept 
Around me, and at last I slept. 
When suddenly I woke to see. 
The Lady bending over me. 
The drops of cold November rain 
Were falling from her long, damp hair ; 
Her anxious eyes were dim with pain ; 
Yet she looked wondrous fair. 
Arrayed for some great feast she came, 
With stones that shone and burnt like flame ; 
Wound round her neck, like some bright snake. 
And set like stars within her hair. 
They sparkled so, they seemed to make 
A glory everywhere. 
I felt her tears upon my face, 
Her kisses on my eyes ; 
And a strange thought I could not trace 
I felt within my heart arise ; 
And, half in feverish pain, «I said : 
" if my mother were not dead 1 " 
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And Walter bade me sleep ; bat she 

Said, " Is it not the same to thee 

That / watch by thy bed 1 " 

I answered her, " I love you, too ; 

Bat it can never be the same ; 

She was no Countess like to you. 

Nor wore such sparkling stones of flame.'' 

the wild look of fear and dread 1 
The cry she gave of bitter woe ! 

1 often wonder what I said 

To make her moan and shudder so. 
Through the long night she tended me 
With such sweet care and charity. 
But I should weary you to tell 
All that I know and love so well : 
Tet one night more stands out alone 
WiUi a sad sweetness all its own. 

The wind blew loud that dreary night : 
Its wailing voice I well remember ; 
The stars shone out so large and bright 
Upon the frosty fir.boughs white. 
That dreary night of cold December. 
I saw old Walter silent stand. 
Watching the soft, white flakes of snow 
With looks I could not understand, 
Of strange perplexity and woe. 
At last he turned and took my hand. 
And said the Countess just had sent 
To bid us come ; for she would fain 
See me once more, before she went 
Away — never to come again. 
We came in silence through, the wood 
(Our footfall was the only sound) 
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To where the great white castle stood, 
With darkoess shadowing it around. 
Breathless, we trod with cautious care 
Up the great echoing marble stair ; 
Trembling, by Walter's hand I held. 
Scared b j the splendors I beheld : 
Now thinking, " Should the Earl appear I ' 
Now looking up with giddy fear 
To the dim, vaulted roof that spread 
Its gloomy arches overhead. 
Long corridors we softly passed, 
(My heart was beating loud and fast,) 
And reached the Lady's room at last : 
A strange, faint odor seemed to weigh 
Upon the dim and darkened air ; 
One shaded lamp, with softened ray, 
Scarce showed the gloomy splendor there. 
. The dull red brands were burning Idw, 
And yet a fitftil gleam of light 
Would now and then, with sudden glow. 
Start forth, then sink again in night. 
I gazed around, yet half in fear, 
Till Walter told me to draw near : 
And in the strange and flickering light, 
. Towards the Lady's bed I crept ; 

All folded round with snowy white, 
She lay; (one would have said she slept;) 
So still the look of that white face. 
It seemed as it were carved in stone, 
I paused before I dared to place 
Within her cold white hand my own. 
But, with a smile of sweet surprise. 
She turned to me her dreamy eyes ; 
And slowly, as if life were pain. 
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She drew me in her arms to lie : 

She strove to speak, and strove in vain ; 

Each breath was like a long-drawn sigh. 

The throbs that seemed to shake her breast. 

The trembling clasp, so loose and weak, 

At last grew calmer, and at rest ; 

And then she strove once more to speak : 

'* My God, I thank thee, that mj pain 

Of day by day, and year by year. 

Has not been sufiered all in vain. 

And I may die while he is near. 

I will not fear but that Thy grace 

Has swept away my sin and woe, 

And sent this little angel. ftee, 

In my last hoar, to tell me so." 

(And here her voice grew faint and low,) 

" My child, where'er thy life may go, 

To know that thou art brave and true, 

Will pierce the highest heavens through. 

And even there my soul shall be 

More joyful for Ihis thought of thee." 

She folded her white hands, and stayed ; 

All cold and silently she lay : 

I knelt beside the bed, and prayed 

The prayer she used to make me say. 

I said it many times, and then 

She did not move, but seemed to be 

In a deep sleep, nor stirred again. 

No sound woke in the silent room. 

Or broke the dim and solemn gloom. 

Save when the brands that burnt so low. 

With noisy, fitful gleam of light. 

Would spread around a sudden glow. 

Then sink in silence and in night. 



Ii6 THE SAILOR BOY. 

How long I stood I do not know : 
At last poor Walter came, and said 
(So sadly) that we now must go, 
And whispered, she we loved was dead. 
He bade me kiss her face once more. 
Then led me sobbing to the door. 
1 scarcely knew what dying meant, 
Yet a strange grief, before unknown, 
Weighed on my spirit as we went 
And left her lying all alone. 

We went to the far North once moie. 
To seek the well-remembered home 
Where my poor kinsman dwelt before. 
Whence now he was too old to roam ; 
And there six happy years we past, 
Happy and peaceful till the last ; 
When poor old Walter died, and he 
Blessed me and said I now might be 
A sailor on the deep blue sea. 
And so I go ; and yet in spite 
Of all the joys I long to know, 
Though I look onward with delight. 
With something of regret I go ; 
And young or old, on land or sea. 
One guiding memory I shall take,— 
Of what She prayed that I might be. 
And what I will be for her sake I 
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A CROWN OF SORROW. 

SORROW, wet with early tears 
Yet bitter, had been long with me; 

I wearied of this weight of years. 
And would be free. 



I tore my Sorrow fix)m my heart, 

I cast it far away in scorn ; 
Right joyful that we two could part. 
Yet most forlorn. 

I sought, (to take my Sorrow's place,) 

Over the world for flower or gem ; 
But she had had an ancient grace 
Unknown to them. 

I took once more with strange delight 
My slighted Sorrow ; proudly now 
I wear if, set with stars of light. 
Upon my brow. 



THE LESSON OF THE WAR. 
1855. 

feast is spread through England 
For rich and poor to-day ; 
Greetings and laughter may be there. 
But Sioughts are fax away ; 
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Over the stormy ocean, 

Over the dreary track, 
Where some are gone, whom England 

Will never welcome back. 

Breathless she waits, and listens 

For every eastern breeze 
That bears npon its bloody winga 

News from beyond the seas. 
The leafless branches stirring 

Make many a watcher start ; 
The distant tramp of steed may send 

A throb from heart to heart. 

The rulers of the nation. 

The poor ones at their gate. 
With the same eager wonder 

The same great news await. 
The poor man's stay and comfort, 
. The rich man's joy and pride^ 
Upon the bleak Crimean shore 
Are fighting side by side. 

The ballet comes — and either 

A desolate hearth may see ; 
And God alone to-night knows whero 

The vacant place may be ! 
The dread that stirs the peasant 

Thrills nobles' hearts with fear; 
Yet above selfish sorrow 

Both hold their coontiy dear. 

The rich man who reposes 
In his ancestral shade, 
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The peasant at his plonghshare. 

The worker at his trade. 
Each one his all has perilled, 

Each has the same great stake. 
Each soul can but have patience. 

Each heart can only break 1 

Hashed is all party clamor ; 

One thought in every heart, 
One dread in every household. 

Has bid such strife depart. 
England has called her children ; 

Long silent — the word came 
That lit the smouldering ashes * 

Through all the land to flame. 

O you who toil and suffer, 

You gladly heard the call ; 
But tliose you sometimes envy 

Have they not given their all I 
O you who rule the nation. 

Take now the toil-worn hand : 
Brothers you are in sorrow. 

In duty to your land. 
Learn but this noble lesson 

Ere Peace returns again, 
And the life-blood of Old England 

Will not be shed in vain. 
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THE TWO SPIRITS. 

1855. 

n AST night, when weary silence fell on all. 
And starless skies arose so dim and 
vast, 

I heard the Spirit of the Present call 

Upon the sleeping Spirit of the Past, 
t'ar off and near, I saw their radiance shine, 
And listened while they spoke of deeds di\-ine. 

The Spirit of the Past, 
My deeds are writ in iron ; 

My glory stands alone ; 
A veil of shadowy honor 

Upon my tombs is thrown ; 
The great names of my heroes 

Like gems in history lie ; 
To live they deemed ignoble. 

Had they the chance to die ! 

The Spirit of the Present, 

My children, too, are honored ; 

Bear shall their memory be 
To the proud lands that own them ; 

Dearer than thine to thee ; 
For, though they hold that sacred 
Is God's great gift of life. 

At the first call of duty 

They rush into the strife 1 
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The Spirit ofUie Past, 
Then, with all valiant precepts 

Woman's soft heart was fraught ; 
•« Death, not dishonor," echoed 

The war-cry she had tanght. 
Fearless and glad, those mothers, 

At bloody deaths elate, 
Cried oat they bore their children 

Only for such a fate I 

The Spirit of the Present. 

Though such stem laws of honor 

Are faded now away, 
Yet many a mourning mother, 

With nc^ler grief than they. 
Bows down in sad submission : 

The heroes of the fight 
Learnt at her knee the lesson, 

« For God and for the Right ! " 

TVie Spirit of the Past, 
No voice there spake of sorrow : 

They saw the noblest fall « 

With, no repining murmur ; 

Stem Fate was lord of all. 
And when the loved ones perished. 

One cry alone arose. 
Waking the startled echoes, 

" Vengeance upon our foes ! " 

The Spirit of the Present. 
Qrisf dwdls in France jmd Soglaod 
For many a noble boa ; 
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Yet loader than the sorrow, 
« Thy will, God, be done ! " 

From desolate homes is rising 

One prayer, — " Let carnage cease ! 

On friends and foes have mercy, 
Lord, and give us peace 1 *' 

The Spirit of the Past. 
Then, every hearth was honored 

That sent its childrem forth. 
To spread their country's glory. 

And gain her south or north. 
Then, little recked they numbers. 

No band would ever fly, 
But stem and resolute they stood 

To conquer or to die. 

The Spirit of the Present. 

And now from France and England 

Their dearest and their best 
Go forth to succor freedom. 

To help the much oppressed ; 
' Now, let the fiu*-off Future 

And Past bow down to-day, 
Before the few young hearts that hold 

Whole armaments at bay. 

The Spirit of the Past. 

Then, each one strove for honor, 
Each for a deathless name; 

Love, home, rest, joy, were offeiei 
As sacrifice to Fame. 
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They longed that in far ages 
Their deeds might still be told. 

And distant times and nations 
Their names in honor hold. 

The Spirit of the Present. 
Though nursed bj such old legends. 

Our heroes of to-day 
Go cheerfully to battle 

As children go to play , 
They gaze with awe and wonder 

On your great names of pride, 
Unconscious that their own will shine 

In glory side by side 1 

Day dawned ; and as the Spirits passed away, 
Methought I saw, in the dim morning gray. 
The Past's bright diadem had paled before 
The starry crown the glorious Present wore. 



A LITTLE LONGER. 

LITTLE longer yet— a little longer, 
Shall violets bloom for thee, and sweet 

birds sing ; 
And the lime-branches, where soft winds 
are blowing. 
Shall murmur the sweet promise of the Spring ! 

A little longer yet — a little longer, 
Thou shalt behold the quiet of the mom; 
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While tender grasses alid awakening flowers 
jBend up a golden mist to greet the dawn 1 

A. little longer yet — a little longer, 
The tenderness of twilight shall be thine, 
The rosy clouds that float o'er dying daylight. 
Nor fade till tumbling stars beghi to shine. 

A little longer yet — a little longer. 

Shall starry night be beautiful for thee ; 

And the cold moon shall look through the blae 

silence. 
Flooding her silver path upon the sea. 

A little longer yet — a little longer, 
Life shall be thine ; life with its power to will ; 
Life with its strength to bear, to love, to conquer. 
Bringing its thousand joys thy heart to fllL 

A little longer yet — a little longer, 

The voices thou hast loved shall charm thine ear ; 

And thy true heart, that now beats quick to hear 

them, 
A little longer yet shall hold them dear. 

A little longer yet — joy while ihou mayest ; 
Love and rejoice I for time has naught in store : 
And soon the darkness of the grave shall bid thee 
Love and rejoice And feel and know no more. 



1 



A little longer still— Patience, BelovM: 
A little longer stUl, ere Heaven nnroU 
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The Glory, and the Brightness, and the Wonder, 
Eternal, and divine, that waits thy Soul ! 

A little longer ere Life tme, immortal, 

(Not this onr shadowy Life,) will be thine own ; 

And thoa shalt stand where winged Archangels 

worship. 
And trembling bow before the Great White Throne. 

A little longer still, and Hearen awaits thee. 
And fills thy spirit with a great delight ; 
Then oar pale joys will seem a dream forgotten. 
Our Son a darkness, and oar Day a Night 

A little longer, and thy Heart, Beloved, 

Shall beat forever with a Love divine ; 

And joy so pure, so mighty, so eternal. 

No creature knows and lives, will then be thine, 

A little longer yet — and angel voices 
Shall ring in heavenly chant upon thine ear ; 
Angels and Saints await thee, and God needs thee : 
BelovM, can we bid thee linger here 1 




GRIEP. 

ancient enemy have I, 
And either he or I must die ; 
For he never leaveth me, 
Never gives my soul relief. 
Never lets my sorrow cease. 
Never gives my spirit peace, — 
For mine enemy is Grief! 
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Pale he is, and sad and stern ; 
And whene'er he cometh nigh. 
Blue and dim the torches bum. 
Pale and shrunk the roses turn ; 
While mj heart that he has pierced 
Many a time with fiery lance, 
Beats and trembles at his glance : 
Clad in burning steel is he, 
All my strength he can defy ; 
Por he never leaveth me— 
And one of us must diel 

I hare said, ** Let ancient sages 
Charm me from my thoughts of pain ! " 
So I read their deepest pages. 
And I strove to think — in vain! 
Wisdom's cold, calm words I tried. 
But he was seated by my side : — 
Learning I have won in vain ; 
She cannot rid me of my pain. 

When at last soft sleep comes o'er me, 
A cold hand is on my heart ; 
Stem sad eyes are there before me ; 
Not in dreams will he depart : 
And when the same dreary vision 
From my weary brain has fled, 
Daylight brings the living phantom. 
He is seated by my bed. 
Bending o'er me idl the while. 
With his crael, bitter smile. 
Ever with me, ever nigh ; — 
And either he or I must die 1 
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Then I said, long time ago, 
<* I will flee to other climes, 
I will leave mine ancient foe ! " 
Though I wandered far and wide — 
Still he followed at my side. 



[ And I fled where the hlne waters 

Bathe the sunny isles of Greece ; 

I Where Thessalian mountains rise 

Up against the purple skies ; 
Where a haunting memory liveth 
In each wood and cave and rill ; 
r But no dream of gods could help me, - 

He went with me still ! 

I 

I I have been where Nile's broad river 

(Flows upon the burning sand ; 
Where the desert monster broodeth. 
Where the Eastern palm-trees stand ; 
I have been where pathless forests 
Spread a black eternal shade ; 
Where the lurking panther hiding 
Glares from every tangled glade ; 
' But in vain I wandered wide. 

He was always by my side I 

Then I fled where snows eternal 
; Cold and dreary ever lie ; 

I Where the rosy lightnings gleam. 

Flashing through the northern sky ; 
Where the red sun turns again 
Back upon his path of pain ; — 
But a shadowy form was with me, — 
I had fled in vain 1 
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I hare thought, " If I can gate 
Sternly on him he will fade, 
For I know that he is nothing 
Bat a dim ideal shade." 
As I gazed at him the more, 
He grew stronger than before ! 

Then I said, "Mine arm is stmng, 
I will make him torn and flee " \ 
I have stmggled with him long— 
But that could never be 1 

Once I battled'with him so 
That I thought I laid him low ; 
Then in trembling joy I fled, 
'While again and still again 
Murmuring to myself I said, 
• " Mine old enemy is dead 1 " 
And I stood beneath the stars. 
When a chill came on my frame. 
And a fear I could not name. 
And a sense of quick despair. 
And, lo I — mine enemy was there I 

Listen, for my soul is weary, 
Weary of its endless woe ; 
I have called on one to aid me 
Mightier even than my foe 
Strength and hope fail day by day; 
I shall cheat him of his prey ; 
Some day soon, I know not when. 
He will stab me through and through ; 
He has wounded me before. 
But my heart can bear no more; 



I 
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Pray that boor may come to me, 
Only then shall I be free; 
Death alone has strength to take me 
Where my foe can never be ; 
Deadi, and Death alone, has power 
To conquer mine old enemy 1 



THE TRIUMPH OF TIME. 

HE tender, delicate Flowers, 
I -saw them fanned by a warm westerq 

wind, 
Fed by soft summer showers, 
Shielded by care, and yet, (O Fate unkind !) 
Fade in a few short hours. 

The gentle and the gay, 
Rich in a glorious Future of bright deeds, 

Rejoicing in the day. 
Are met by Death, who dternly, sadly leads 
Them &r away. 

And Hopes, perfumed and bright, 
So lately shining, wet with dew and tears. 

Trembling in morning light ; 
I saw ihem change to daik and anxious fears 
Before the night ! 

I wept that all must die : 
"Yet Love," I cried, "doth Uve, and conquer 
death—" 
And Time passed by. 
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And breathed on Lore, and killed it with his breath 
Ere Death was nigh. 

More bitter far than all 
It was to know that Lore could change and die I — • 

Hush I for the ages call, 
" The Lore of God liyes through eternity. 
And conquers all I " 



A PARTINQ. 

giTHOUT one bitter feeling let us part, — 
And for the jears in which your love 

has shed 
A radiance like a glory round my head, 
I thsmk you, yes, I thank you from my heart. 

I thank you for the cherished hope of years, 
A starry future, dim and yet divine. 
Winging its way from Heaven to be mine. 

Laden with joy, and ignorant of tears. 

I thank you, yes, I thank you even more 

That my heart learnt not without love to live. 
But gave and gave, and still had more to give^ 

From an abundant and exhaustless store. 

I thank you, and no grief is in these tears ; 
I thank you, not in bitterness but truth, 
For the fair vision that adorned my youth 

And glorified so many happy years. 



1 
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Yet how mach more I thank 70a that 70a tore 
At length the veil 70iir hand had woven awa7. 
Which hid m7 idol was a thing of cla7. 

And false the altar I had knelt before. 

I thank 70U that 70a taught me the stem tmth, 
(None other could have told and I believed,) 
That vain had been m7 life, and I deceived. 

And wasted all the purpose of m7 70uth. 

I thank 70U that tout hand dashed down the shrine. 
Wherein m7 idol worship I had paid ; 
Else had I never known a soul was made 

To serve and worship onl7 the Divine. 

I thank 7on that the heart I cast awa7 

On such as joxl, though broken, bruised, and 

crushed, 
Now that its fiery throbbing is all hushed. 

Upon a worthier altar I can lay. 

I thank 70U for the lesson that such love 

Is a perverting of God's ro7al right. 

That it is made but for the Infinite, 
And all too great to live except above. 

I thank 70u for a terrible awaking, 

And if reproach seemed hidden in m7 pain. 
And sorrow seemed to cr7 on 7onr disdain. 

Enow that m7 blessing la7 in 70ur forsaking. 

Farewell for ever now : — in peace we part ; 
And should an idle vision of m7 tears 
Arise before 7our soul in after 7earB, 

Bemember that I thank 70U from my heart 1 
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THE GOLDEN GATE. 
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IM shadows gather thickly round, an^ 
up the mistj stair they climb. 
The cloudy stair that upward leaJdg to 
^^^ where the closed portals shine, 

Etound which the kneeling spirits wait the opening 
of the Golden Grate. 

And some with eager longing go, still pressing for- 
ward, hand in hand. 

And some, with weary step and slow, look back 
where their BelovM stand : 

^et up the misty stair they climb, led onward by 
the Angel Time. 

As luseen hands roll back the doon, the light duit 

floods the very air 
Is but the ehadow fi!t)m within, of the great glory 

hidden there : 
And mom and eve, and soon and late, the shadows 

pass within the gate. 

As one by one they enter in, and the stem portals 

close once more, 
The halo seems to Hnger round those kneeling 

closest to the door : 
The joy that lightened from that place shines 8(111 

upon the watdier's face. 

The faint low echo that we hear of fiur-off m«8ic 
seems to fiU 
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The silent air with loTe and fear, and die world's 

clamors all grow still, 
Until the portals close again, and leare ns toiling 

on in pain. 

Complain not that the way is long, — what road is 

weary that leads there ? 
But let the Angel take thy hand, and lead thee up 

the misty stair, 
And then with beating heart await the opening of 

the Golden Gate. 



PHANTOMS. 

ACK, ye Phantoms of the Past ; 
In your dreary caves lemain : 
What have I to do with memories 
9 Of a long-forgotten pain ? 

For my Present is all peacefiil. 
And ray Future nobly planned : 

Long ago Time's migh^ billows 
Swept your footsteps from the sand. 

Back into your caves ; nor haunt me 
With your voices fall of woe ; 

I have buried grief and sorrow 
In the depths of Long-ago. 

See the glorious clouds of morning 
Boll away, and clear and bright 
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Shine the rajs of cloadless daylight : — j 

Wherefore will ye moan of night ? 

Never shall my heart be bnrthened 

With its ancient woe and fears ; 
I can drive them from my presence, 

I can check these foolish tears. 

Back, ye Phantoms ; leave, O leave me. 

To a new and happy lot ; 
Speak no more of things departed ; 

Leave me — for I know ye not. 

Can it be that 'mid my gladness 

I must ever hear you wail, 
Of the grief that wrung my spirit. 

And that made my cheek so pale f 

Joy is mine ; but your sad voices 

Murmur ever in mine ear : 
Vain is all the Future's promise. 

While the dreary Past is here. 

Vain, O worse than vain, the Visions 
That my heart, my life, would fill. 

If the Past's relentless phantoms 
Call npon me still 1 . 
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^ God, I thank Thee who hast made 
The Earth so bright ; 
So fall of splendor and of joy, 
Beauty and light ; 
So many glorious things are here. 
Noble and right ! 

I thank Thee, too, that Thoa hast made 

Joy to abound ; 
So many gentle thoughts and deeds 

Circling us round. 
That in the darkest spot of Earth 

Some love is found. 

I thank Thee more that all our joy 

Is touched with pain ; 
That shadows fall on brightest hours ; 

That thorns remain ; 
So that Earth's bliss may be our guide, 

And not our chain. 

For Thou who knowest. Lord, how soon 

Our weak heart clings, 
Hast given us joys, tender and true. 

Yet all with wings. 
So that we see, gleaming on high, 

Diviner things ! 

I thank Thee, Lord, that Thou hast kept 
The best in store ; 

lO 
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We haTe enough, yet not too much 

To long for more : 
A jeaming for a deeper peace. 

Not known before. 

I thank Thee, Lord, that here our soals. 

Though amply blest, 
Can never find, although thej seek, 

A perfect rest — 
Nor ever shall, until thej lean 

On Jesus' breast 1 



HOME-SICKNESS. 

HERE I am, the halls are gilded, 

Stored with pictures bright and rare; 
Strains of deep melodious music 
Float upon the perfumed air : — 
Nothing stirs the dreary silence 

Save the melancholy sea. 
Near the poor and humble cottage. 
Where I fain would be I 

Where I am, the sun is shining. 
And the purple windows glow. 

Till their rich armorial shadows 
Stain the marble floor below : — 

Faded autumn leaves are trembling 
On the withered jasmine-tree. 

Creeping round the little casement. 
Where I fain would be I 
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Where I am, the days are passing 
O'er a pathway strewn with flowers ; 

Song and joy and starry pleasures 
Crown the happy, smiling hours : —^ 

Slowly, heavily, and sadly, 

Time with weary wings must flee. 

Harked by pain, and toil, and sorrow, 
Where I fain would be ! 

Where I am, the great and noble 

Tell me of renown and fame, 
And the red wine sparkles highest. 

To do honor to my name : — 
Far away a place is vacant, 

By a humble hearth, for me. 
Dying embers dimly show it, 
. Where I fiun would be ! 

Where I am are glorious dreamings. 

Science, genius, art divine ; 
And the great minds whom all honor 

Interchange their thoughts with mme : — 
A few simple hearts are waiting, 

Longing, wearying, for me, 

Far away where tears are falling. 

Where I fain would be ! 

Where I am, all think me happy, 

For so well I play my part. 
None can guess, who smile around me. 

How far distant is my heart, — 
Far away, in a poor cottage. 

Listening to the dreary sea, 
Where the treasures of my life are. 
Where I fain would bo ! 
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WISHES. 

thd fluttering wishes 
Caged within thy heart 
Beat their wings agaiast 4t» 
Longing to depart. 
Till they shake their prison 
With their wounded cry ; 
Open wide thy heart to-day. 
And let the captives fly. 

Let them first fly upward 

Through the starry air, 
Till you almost lose them. 

For their home is there ; . 
Then, with outspread pinions. 

Circling round and round. 
Wing their way wherever 

Wunt and woe are found. 

Where the weary stitcher 

Toils for daily hread ; 
Where the lonely watcher 

Watches by her dead ; 
Where, with thin, weak fingera; 

Toiling at the loom. 
Stand the little children. 

Blighted ere they bloom ; — 

Where, by darkness blinded. 

Groping for the light. 
With distorted conscience. 

Men do wrong for rig^t ; 



Where, in the cold shadow-, 
67 smooth pleasure thrown, 

HomA^ hearts by hundredii 
Harden into stone ; — 

Where on dusty highwayt. 

With &int heart and slow- 
Cursing the glad sunlight. 

Hungry outcasts go ; - 
Where all mirth is silenced. 

And the hearth is chill. 
For one place is empty^ 

And one voice is sdlL. , 

Some hearts will be lighter 

While your captives roam 
For their tender singing, 

Tbea recall them hom»; 
When the sunny hours 

I]ito*night depart, 
Softly they will nestle. 

In a quiet heact. 



THE PEACE OF GOD. 

^ wk for Peace, O Lord 1 

Thy children ask Thy Peace ; 
Not what the world calls rest. 
That toil and care should cease. 
That through bright sunny hours 
Calm Li^ shotdd fleet away. 
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And tranquil ni^ht should fudo 
In smiling day ; — 
It is not for such Peace that we would ptny- 

We ask for Peace, O Lord I 

Yet not to stand secure, 
Girt round islth iron Pride, 

Contented to eodure : 
Crushing the gentle strings 

That human hearts should know. 
Untouched by others' joy 
Or others' woe j — 
Thop, O dear Lord, wilt never tcaeli na so. 

We ask Thy Pott<=c, Lord I 

Through storm, and fear, and strifey 
To light and gujdi^ ua on^ 

Through a long, struggling life : 
While no success or gain 

Shall cheer the desperate fight. 
Or nerve, what the world callij 
Our wasted might : — 
Tet pressing through the darkncds to the light. 

It is Thine ot?7i, O Lord, 

Who toil while otliers sleep ; 
Who sow with loving caro 

What other handii sluiU reap ; 
They lean on Thee entranced. 

In caJm and perfcet rest t 
Give us that Pcac e^ Lord, 
Divine and blest, 
Thou keepest for tho^e hearts who Iqtq Thee best. 
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LIFE IN DEATH AND DEATH IN LIFE. 



F the dread day that calls thee hence 
Through a red mist of fear should 

loom, 
(Closmg in deadliest night and gloom 
Long hours of aching, dumb suspense,) 
And leave me to my lonely doom, — 

I think, beloved, I could see 

In thy dear eyes the loving light 
Glaze into vacancy and night, 

And still say, '< God is good to me. 
And all that He decrees is right." 

That, watching thy slow struggling breath. 
And answering each imperfect sign, 
I still could pray thy prayer and mine, 

And tell thee, dear, though this was deatii. 
That God was love, and love divine. * 

Could hold thee in my arms, and lay 
Upon my heart thy weary head. 
And meet thy last smile ere it fled ; 

Then hear, as in a dream, one say, 
"Now all is over, — she is dead." 

Could smooth thy garments with fond care. 
And cross thy hands upon thy breast, 
And kiss thine eyelids down to rest. 

And yet say no word of despair. 

But, through my sobbing, '<It is best*' 
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Could stifle down the gnawing pain. 
And say, " We still divide our life. 
She has the rest, and I the strife. 

And mine the loss, and hers the gain : 
Mj ill with bliss for her is rife." 

Then turn, and the old duties take •— 
Alpne now — yet with earnest will 
Gathering sweet, sacred traces still 

To help me on, and, for thy sake. 
My heart and life and soul to fill. 

I think I could check vain, weak tears. 

And toil, — although the world's great space 
Held nothing but one yacant place, 

And see the dark and weary years 
lit only by a vanished grace. 

And sometimes, when, the day was o'er, . 

Call up the tender past again : 

Its 'painful joy, its happy pain, 
And live it over yet once more. 

And say, " But few more years remain." 

And then, when I had striven my best. 
And all arouiid would sniil|ng say, 
" See how Time ma^es all grief decay," 

Would lie down thankfully to rest. 
And seek thee in eternal day. 

II. 
But if the day should ever rise — 
It could not and it cannot be — 
Yet, if the sun should ever see, 
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Looking, upon u^ from his si^eB, 

A day that took thy heart from me ; 

If loving thee still more and more, 
And still so willing to be blind, 
I should the bitter knowledge find. 

That Time had eaten out the core 
Of love, and left the. empty rind ; 

If the poor lifeless words, at lasl^ 

(The soul gone, that was once, so sweeti) 
Should cease my eoger heart to cheat^ 

And crumble back into the past. 
And show the whole a vain deceit ; 

If I should see tiiee tain away, 

And k;now that p7»yei*> and time, and pain. 
Could no more tiiy lost love legaiji, 

Than bid the hours of dying day 
GKeam in their mid:d%y noon again ; 

If I should loose thy hand, and know 
That hencefoith we must dwell apart. 
Since I had seen thy love depart. 

And only count the hours flow 
By the dull throbbing of my hq^rt ; 

If I should gaze and gaze in vain 

Into thine eyes so deep and clear. 

And read the -truth of all my fear 
Half mixed with pity for my pain. 

And sorrow for the vanished year ; 

If, not to grieve thee overmuch, 
I strove to counterfeit disdain. 
And weave me a new life agl^iv 
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Which thy life coald not mar, or touch. 
And so smile down my bitter pain ;— - 

The ghost of my dead Past would rise 
And mock me, and I could not daro 
Look to a future of despair, 

Or even to the eternal skies, 
For I should still be lonely there. 

AU Truth, all Honor, then would seem 
Vain clouds, which the first wind blew by ; 
All Trust, a folly doomed to die ; 

All Life, a useless, empty dream ; 

All Love — since thine had £Euled — a lie. 

But see, thy tender smile has cast 
My fear away : this thought of mine 
Is treason to my Love and thine ; 

For Love is Life, and Death at last 
Crowns it eternal and divine I 
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S strangers, you and I are here ; 

We both as aliens stand 

Where once, in years gone by, I dwelt 

No stranger in the land. 

Then while you gaze on park and stream. 

Let me remain apart. 
And listen to the awakened sound 
Of voices in my heart. 




\ 
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&ere, where upon the velvet lawn 

The cedar spreads its shade, 
And by the flower-beds all around 

Bright roses bloom and fade, 
BhriU merry childish laughter rings. 

And baby voices sweet, 
Ajid by me, on the path, I hear 

The tread of little feet. 

Down the dark avenue of limes, 

Whose perfume loads the air, 
Wliose boughs are rustling overhead, 

(For the west wind is there,) 
t hear the sound of earnest talk. 

Warnings and counsels wise. 
And the quick questioning that brought 

Such gentle, calm replies. 

StiU the light bridge hangs o'er the lake. 

Where broad-leaved lilies lie. 
And the cool water shows again 

The cloud that moves on high ; — 
And one voice speaks, in tones I thought 

The past forever kept ; 
But now I know, deep in my heart 

Its echoes only slept. 

I hear, within the shady porch. 

Once more, the measured sound 
Of the old ballads that were read. 

While we sat listening round ; 
The starry passion-flower still 

Up the green trellis climbs; 
The tendrils waving seem to keep 

The cadence of the rhymes. 
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I might haxre stnyen^ and strivvB m wa» 

Sach visions to recall. 
Well known and yet forgotten ; now 

I see, I hear, them all! 
The Pi^nt pides before the Faal^ 

Who comes with angel wings ; 
As in a dream I stand, amidst 

Strange jet familiar things I 

Enongh ; so let ns go, mine eyes 

Are blinded by their tears ; 
A voice speaks to my sonl to-day 

Of long-forgotten years. 
And yet the vision in my heart, 

In a few hours more, 
Will fade into the silent post, 

Silently as before. 



Ii;XUSION. 

HEBE the golden com is bending. 
And the singing reapess pa^. 
Where the chestnut woods are sending 
Leafy showers upon the grass, 

The blue river onward flowing 

Mingles with its noisy strife, 
The murmur of the flowers growiDg« 

And the hum of insect life. 

I from that ^ch plain was gazing- 
Towards the snowy moimtains.hi^l^ 




Who their gleaming peaks were raisixig 
Up against the purple sky. 

And the glory of their shining, 
Bathed in cloncb of rosy light. 

Set my weary spirit pining 

Fw a home «o pwe and bright 1 

So I left the pU^n, and weaiy, 
Fainting, yet with hope snstained, 

Toiled throogh padiways long and dMry 
Till the mountain-top was gamed. 

Lo ! the height that I had taken. 

As so shining from below. 
Was a desolate, forsaken 

Region of perpetual snow. 

I am faint, my feet aie bleedings 
All my feeble strength is wor% 

In the plain no soid is heeding, 
I am here alone, forlorn. 

Lights are shining, bells are tolling. 

In the busy vale below ; 
Near me night's black clouds are roUmjg^, 

Gathering o'er a waste of snow. 

So I watch the river winding 
Through the misty fading plain, 

Bitter are the teardrops biincting, 
Bitter useless toil and pain, -^ 

Bitterest of all the finding 

That my dream was fiUse and mfail 
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A VISION. 

^LOOMY and black are the cypress-trees. 
Drearily waUeth the chill night br<!eze. 
The long grass waveth, the tombs aro 
white, 

And the black clouds flit o'er the chill lUoonlight^ 
Silent is all save the dropping rain, 
When slowly there cometh a mourning tndn; 
The lone churchyard is dark and dim, 
And the mourners raise a funeral hymn. 

« Open, dark grave, and take her 
Though we have loved her so. 
Yet we must now forsake her. 
Love will no more awake her : 

(0 bitter woe I) 
Open thine arms and take her 

To rest below I 

« Vain is our mournful weeping. 

Her gentle life is o'er ; 
Only the worm is creeping, 
Where she will soon bo sleeping 

Forevermore ; 
Nor joy nor love is keeping 
For her in store ! " 

Gloomy and black are the C}rpre8s-tree8, 
And drearily wave in the chiU night breeze. 
The dark clouds part and the heavens are blue, 
Where the trembling stars are shining through. 
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Slowly across the gleaming sky, 

A crowd of white angels are passing by. 

Xiike a fleet of swans they float along, 

Or the silver noteis of a d3ring song. 

liike a cloud of incense their pinions rise^ 

Fading away up the purple skies. 

But hush ! for the silent glory is stirred, 

By a strain such as earth has never heard; 

" Open, O Heaven ! we bear her, 

This gentle maiden mild, 
Earth's griefs we gladly spare her. 
From earthly joys we tear her. 

Still undefiled ; 
And to thine arms we bear her, 

Thine own, thy child. 

. " Open, Heaven ! no morrow 

Will see this joy o'ercast. 
No pain, no tears, no sorrow. 
Her gentle heart will borrow ; 

Sad life is past ; 
Shielded and safe irom sorrow. 
At home at last." 

But the vision faded and aU was still, 
On the purple valley and distant hill. 
No sound was there save the wailing breeze. 
The rain, and the rustling cypress-trees. 
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HAT is it jon ask me, diirling ? 
All my stories, child, you know ; 
I have no strange dreams to tefi-you^ 
Pictures I have none to show. 



Tell yon glorions scenes of travel ? 

Nay, my child, that cannot bo, 
I have seen no foreign coimtries, 

Marvels none on land or sea. 

Yet strange sights in tnith I witness. 

And I gaze until I tire ; 
Wondrous pictures, changing ever. 

As I look into the fire. 

There, last night, I saw a cavern^ 
Black as pitch ; within it lay, . 

Coiled in many folds, a dragon. 
Glaring as if turned at bay. 

And a knight in dismal armor 

On a winged eagle came. 
To do battle with this dragon ; 

And his crest was all of flame. 

As I gazed the dragon faded, 
And, instead, sat Pluto crowned 

By a lake of burning fire ; 

Spirits dark were crouching round. 
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That was gone, and lo ! before me, 

A cathedral vast and grim ; 
I could almost hear the organ 

Peal along the arches dim. 

As I watched the wreathM pillars. 

Groves of stately palms arose, 
And a group of swarthy Indians 

Stealing on some sleeping foes. 

Stay : a cataract glancing brightly 

Dashed and sparkled ; and beside ^ 

Lay a broken marble monster, Jl 

Mouth and eyes were staring wide. ^ 

Then I saw a maiden wreathing 
Starry flowers in garlands sweet ; 

Did she see the fiery serpent 
That was wrapped about her feet ? 

That fell crashing all and vanished ; 

And I saw two armies close, — 
I could almost hear the clarions. 

And the shouting of the foes. 

They were gone ; and lo ! bright angels. 

On a barren mountain wild, 
Baised appealing arms to Heaven, 

Bearing up a little child. 

And I gazed, and gazed, and slowly 

Gathered in my eyes sad tears, 
And the fiery pictures bore me . 

Back through distant dreams of years. 



1 
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Once again I tasted sorrow, 
With past joy was once more gay. 

Till the shade had gathered round me ^- 
And the fire had died away. 



THE SETTLERS. 

"WO stranger youths in the Far West, 
Beneadi the ancient forest trees. 
Pausing, amid their toil to rest. 

Spake of their home beyond the seas ; 
Spake of the hearts that beat so warmly, 

Of the hearts they loved so well. 
In their chilly Northern country. 

" Would," they cried, " some voice could tell 
Where they are, our own beloved ones 1 " 

They looked up to the evening sky 
Half hidden by the giant branches. 
But heard no angel-voice reply. 
All silent was the quiet evening ; 
Silent were the ancient trees ; 
They only heard the murmuring song 
Of the summer breeze. 
That gently played among 
The acacia-trees. 

And did no warning spirit answer. 

Amid the silence all around : 
'< Before the lowly village altar 

She Ihoa lovest may be found, 
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HUSH! 

CAN scarcely hear," she murmured, 
" For my heart beats loud and fast. 
But surely, in the far, fax distance, 
I can hear a sound at last." 
" It is only the reapers singing. 

As they carry home their sheaves ; . . 
And the evening breeze has risen, 
And rustles &e dying leaves." 

** Listen ! there are voices talking." 
Calmly still she strove to speak. 
Yet her voice grew faint and trembling, 
And the red flushed in her cheek. 
" It is only the children playing 
" Below, now their work is done, 
And they lHugh that their eyes are dazzled 
By the rays of the setting sun." 

Fainter grew her voice, and weaker. 

As with anxious eyes she cried, 
"Down the avenue of chestnuts, 
I can hear a horseman ride." 

" It was only the deer that were feeding 

In a herd on the clover-grass, 
They were startled, and fled to the thicket, 
As they saw the reapers pass." 

Kow the night arose in silence. 

Birds lay in their leafy nest. 
And the deer couched in the forest. 

And the children were at rest : 
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There waa only a sound of weeping 

From watchers around a bed. 
But Best to the weary spirit. 

Peace to the quiet Dead 1 



HOURS. 

HEN the bright stars came out hist nighty 
And the dew lay on the flowers, 
I had a vision of delight, — 
A dream of bygone hours. 

Those hours that came and fled so fast, 

Of pleasure or of pain, 
As phantoms rose from out the past 

Before my eyes again. 

With beating heart did I behold 

A train of joyous hours, 
Lit with the radiant light of old, 

And, smiling, crowned with flowers. 

And some were hours of childish sorrow, 

A mimicry of pain. 
That through their tears looked for a morrow 

They knew must smile again. 

Those hours of hope that longed for life. 

And wished their part begun. 
And ere the summons to the strife 

Dreamed that the field was won. 
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I knew the eeho of their Toice, 
The starry crowns they wore ; 

The vision made my soul rejoice 
With the old thrill of yore. 

I knew the perfdme of their flowers ; 

' The glorions shining rajs 
Around these happy, smiling hours 
Were lit in bygone days. 

O stay, I cried, — bright visions, stay. 
And leave me not forlorn ! 

But, smiling still, they passed awiqr. 
Like shadows of the mom. 

One spirit still remained, and cried, 
" Thy soul shall ne'er forget I " 

He standeth ever by my side, — - 
The phantom called Begret I 

But still the spirits rose, and thero 
Were weary hours of pain, 

And anxious hours of fear and cwro 
Bound by an iron chain. 

Dim shadows came of lonely hour*. 
That shunned the light of day. 

And in the opening smile of flowers 
Saw only quick decay. 

Calm hours that sought the starry skiei 
For heavenly lore were there ; 

With folded hands and earnest eyes, 
I knew the hours of prayer. 



1 
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Stem honrs that darkened the sun's light, 

Heralds of coming woes, 
"With trailing wings, before my sight 

From the dim past arose. 

As each dark yision passed and spoke 

I prayed it to depart : 
At each some buried sorrow woke 

And stirred within my heart, — 

Until these hours of pain and care 

Xiifted their tearful eyes. 
Spread their dark pinions in the air. 

And passed into the skies. 



THE TWO INTERPRETERS. 




HE clouds are fleeting by, father ; 

Look, in the shining west. 
The great white clouds sail onward 
Upon the sky's blue breast 
Look at a snowy eagle. 

His wings are tinged with red, 
And a giant dolphin follows him, 
With a crown upon his head I " 

The &ther spake no word, but watched 

The drifting clouds roll by j 
He tcaced a misty vision too 

Upon the shining sky : 
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A shadowy form, mth well-known grace 

Of weary love and care, 
Above the smiling child she held. 

Shook down her floating hair. 

'* The clouds are changing now, &ther. 

Mountains rise highfcr and higher ! 

And see where red and purple ships ] 

Sail in a sea of fire ! " \ 

The father pressed the little hand I 

More closely in his own, ' 

And watched a cloud-dream in the sky i 

That he could see alone : 
Bright angels carrying far away 

A white form, cold and dead, \ 

Two held the feet, and two bore up , 

The flower-crowned, drooping hea4^ < 



" See, father, see I a glory floods 

The sky, and all is bright. 
And clouds of every hue and shade 

Bum in the golden light. 
And now, above an azure lake, 

Rise battlements and towers, 
Where knights and ladies climb the Sie^% 

All bearing purple flowers." 

The father looked, and, with a pang 

Of love and strange alarm. 
Drew close the little eager child 

Within his sheltering arm ; 
Jrom out the clouds the mother looks 

With wistful glance below. 
She seems to seek the treasure left 

On earth so long ago ; 
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She holds her arms out to her child, 

His cradle-song she sings : 
The last rays of the sttnset gleam 

Upon her outspread wings. 

Calm twilight veils the summer sky, 

The shining clouds are gone ; 
In vain the merry laughing child 

Still gayly prattles on ; 
In vain the bright stars, one by one. 

On the blue silence start, 
A dreary shadow rests to-night 

Upon the Other's hearL 
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HAST thou o*er the clear heaven of thy 
seul 
Seen tempests roll ^ 
Hast thou watched all the hopes thou 
wouldst have won 
Fade, one by one 1 
Wait till the clouds are past, then raise thine eyes 
To bluer skies. 

Hast thou gone sadly through a dreary night. 

And found no light, 
No guide, no star, to cheer thee through the pMn, 

No friend, save pain ? 
Wait, and thy squI shall see, when most forlorn. 

Rise a new mom. 
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Hafit thou beneath another's stem control 

Bent thy sad soul, 
And wasted sacred hopes and precious tears ? 

Yet cahn thy fears, 
For thon canst gain, even from the bitterest part, 

A stronger heart 

Has Fate o'erwhebned thee with some sadden blow ? 

Let thy tears flow ; 
Bat know when storms are past, the heavens appear 

More pare, more clear ; 
And hope, when farthest from their shining rays. 

For brighter days. 

Hast thou found life a cheat, and worn in yain 

Its iron chain 1 
Has thy soul bent beneath earth's heavy bond? 

Look thou beyond ; 
If life is bitter — there forever shine 

Hopes more divine. 

Art thoa alone, and does ihy soul complain 

It lives in vain ? 
^ot vainly does he live who can endure. 

O be thou sure, 
That he who hopes and suffers here, can earn 

A sure return. 

Hast thou found naught within thy troublM life 

Save inward strife ? 
Hast thou found all she promised thee. Deceit, 

And Hope a cheat ? 
Endure, and there shall dawn within thy breast 

Eternal rest 1 
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l|HILD, do not fear; 

We shall reach our home to-nighty 
For the sky is clear, 

And the waters bright ; . 
And the breeoes have scarcely strength 
To unfold that little cloud, 
That like a shroud 
Spreads out its fleecy length ; 

Then have no fear, 
Ab we cleave our silver way 

Through the waters clear. 

Fear not, my child 1 
Though the waves are white and highy 
And the storm blows wild 

Through the gloomy sky ; 
On the edge of the western sea. 
See that line of golden light. 

Is the haven bright 
Where home is awaiting thee ; 

Where, this peril past. 
We shall rest from our stormy voyage 

In peace at last. 

Be not afraid ; 
But give me thy hand, and see 
How the waves have made 
A cradle for thee. 
Night is come, dear, and we shall rest; 
So turn from the angry skies. 
And close thine eyes. 
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And lay thy head on mj breast : 
Child, do not weep ; 

In the calm, cold, purple depths 
There we shall sleep. 




UNEXPRESSED. 

ILLS within the soul of every Artist 
More than all his effort can express ; 
And he knows the best remains no- 

uttered; 
Sighing at what we call his success. 

Vainly he may strive ; he dare not tell na 
All the sacred mysteries of the skies : 
Vainly he may strive, the deepest beauty 
Cannot be unveiled to mortal eyes. 

And the more devoutly that he listens, 
And the holier message that is sent, 
Still the more his soul must struggle vainly. 
Bowed beneath a noble discontent. 



No great Thinker ever lived and taught yon 
All the wonder that his soul received ; 
No true Painter ever set on canvas 
All the glorious vision he conceived. 

No Musician ever held your spirit 
Charmed and bound in his melodious chains. 
But be sure he heard, and strove to render. 
Feeble echoes of celestial strains. 
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No real Poet ever wove in numbers 
AU his dream ; but the diviner part, ' 
Hidden from all the world, spake to him only 
In the voiceless silence of his heart. 

So with Love : for Love and Art united 
Are twin mysteries ; different, yet the same : 
Poor indeed would be the love of any 
Who could find its full and perfect name. 

Ix>ve may strive, but vain is the endeavor 
All its boundless riches to unfold ; 
Still its tenderest, truest secret hngers 
Ever in its deepest depths untold. 

Things of Time have voices : speak and perish. 
Art and Love speak ; but their words must be 
Like sighings of illimitable forests. 
And waves of an unfathomable sea. 



BECAUSE. 

r|T b not because your heart is mine — 
mine only — 
Mine alone ; 
It is not because you chose me, weak 
and lonely. 
For your own ; 
Not because the earth is fairer, and the skies 

Spread above you 
Are more radiant for the shining of your eyes — 
That I love you 1 
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It is not becansd the Trorld's perpleisM meftoing^ 

Grows more clear ; 
And the Parapets of Heaven, with angels leaning. 

Seem more near ; 
And Natnre sings of praise with all her voices 

Since yours spoke, 
Since within mj silent heart, that now rejoices. 

Lore awoke I 

Nay, not even hecanse joor hand holds heart and 
life; 

At your will 
Soothing, hushing all its discord, making strife 

Calm and still; 
Teaching Trust to fold her wings, nor ever roam 

From her nest ; 
Teaching Love that her securest, safest home 

Must be Best. 

But because this human Lore, though true an4 
sweet — 

Tours and mine — 
Has been sent by Love more t^^er, more complete. 

More divine ; 
That it leads our hearts to rest tit last in Heaven, 

Far above you ; 
Do I take you as a gift that God has givea^ 

*— And I lore you I 



I 
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REST AT EVENING. 




[|HEN the "wearineiss of Life is ended, 
And the task of our long day is done, 
And the props, on which our hearts 
depended, 

All have fidled or broken, one bj one ; 
Evening and onr Sorrow's shadow blended. 
Telling us that peace is now began. 

How far back wiH seem the son's first dawning^ 

And those early mists so cold and gray 1 

Half forgotten even the toil of morning. 

And the heat and burthen of the day : 

Flowers that we were tending, and weeds scorning. 

All alike withered and cast away. 

Vain will seem the impatient heart, which waited 

Toils that gathered but too qmckly ronnd ; 

And the childish joy, so soon elated 

At the path we thooght none else had foond i 

And the foolish ardor, soon abated 

By the storm which cast ns to the groand. 

Vain those pauses on the road, each seeming 

As our final home and resting-place ; 

And the leaving them, while tears were streaming 

Of eternal sorrow down our face ; 

And the hands we held, fond folly dreaming; 

That no future could their touch effiu». 

AH will then be faded : — night will borrow 
Staa of light to crown our perfect rest ; 
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And the dim vagne memory of faint sorrow 
Jast remain to show us all was best, 
Then melt into a divine to-morrow : — 
how poor a day to be so blest 1 



1 



A RETROSPECT. 




IJROM this fair point of present bliss. 
Where we together stand. 
Let me look back once more, and trace 
That long and desert land. 
Wherein till now was cast my lot, and I could live, 
and thou wert not 

Strange that my heart could beat, and know 

Alternate joy and pain, 
That suns could roll from east to west, 
And clouds could pass in rain, 
And the slow hours without thee fleet, nor stay 
their noiseless silver feet. 

What had I then ? a Hope, that grew 

Each hour more bright and dear, 
The flush upon the eastern skies 
That showed the sun was near : — 
Now night has faded far away, my sun has risen^ 
and it is day. 

A dim Ideal of tender grace 
la my soul reigned supreme ; 
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Too noble and too sweet I thought 
To live, save in a dream ; — 
Within thy heart to-day it lies, and looks on mo 
from thy dear eyes. 

Some gentle spirit — Love I thought — 

Built many a shrine of pain ; 
Though each false Idol fell to dust, 
The worship was not vain, 
But a £Eunt, radiant shadow cast back from our 
Love upon the Past. 

And Grief, too, held her vigil there ; 

With unrelenting sway 
Breaking my cloudy visions down. 
Throwing my flowers away : — 
I owe to her fond care alone that I may now be all 
thine own. 

Fair Joy was there, — her fluttering wings 

At times she strove to raise ; 
Watching through long and patient nights, 
Listening long eager days : 
I know now that her heart and mine were waiting, 
Love, to welcome thine. 

Thus I can read thy name throughout. 

And, now her task is done, 
Can see that even that faded Fast 
Was thine, belovM one, 
And 80 rejoice my Life may be all consecrated, 
dear, to thee. 
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A LEGEND OF PROVENCE. 




HE lights extmgnUhed ; hj the hearth 
I leant, 

Half weary with a listless discontent. 

The flickering giant-shadows, gathering 
near, 
Closed roand me with a dim and silent fear. 
All dull, all dark ; save when the leaping flamd. 
Glancing, lit up a Pictnre's ancient firame. 
Above the hearth it hung. Perhaps the night. 
My foolish tremors, or the gleaming light, 
Lent power to that Portrait dark and qnaint-— 
A Portrait such as Rembrandt loved to paint -^ 
The likeness of a Nun. I seemed to trace 
A world of sorrow in the patient face. 
In the thin hands folded acrbss her breast : 
Its own and the room's shadow hid the rest 
I gazed and dreamed, and the duU embers stirred^ 
Till an old legend that I once had heard 
Came back to me ; linked to the mjstic gloom 
Of that dark Picture in the ghostly room. 

In the &r south, where clustering vines are hung ; 
Where first the old chivalric lays were sung ; 
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Where earliest smiled that gracious child of France, 
Angel and knight and faiiy, called Bomance, 
I stood one day. The warm blue June was spread 
Upon the earth ; blue summer overhead, 
Without a cloud to fleck its radiant glare, 
Without a breath to stir its sultry air. 
All still, all silent, save the sobbing rush 
Of rippling waves, that lapsed in silver hush 
Upon the beach ; where, glittering towards the stnmd,^ 
The purple Mediterranean kissed tlie land. 

All still, all peaceful ; when a convent chime 
Broke on the mid-day silence for a time, 
Then trembling into quiet, seemed to cease. 
In deeper silence and more utter peace. 
So as I turned to gaze, where gleaming white. 
Half hid by shadowy trees fix>m passers' sight, 
The Convent lay, one who had dM'elt for long 
In that fair home of ancient tale and song. 
Who knew the story of each cave and hill. 
And every haunting fancy lingering still 
Widiin the land, spake thus to me, and told 
The Convent's treasured Legend, quaint and old : -^ 

Long years ago, a dense and flowering wood. 
Still more concealed where the white convent stood. 
Borne on its perfumed wings the title came : 
" Our Lady of the Hawthorns " is its name. 
Then did that bell, which still rings out to-day. 
Bid all the country rise, or eat, or pray. 
Before that convent shrine, the haughty knight 
Passed the lone vigil of his perilous flght ; 
For humbler cottage strife or village brawl. 
The Abbess listened, prayed, and settled alL 
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Tornig hearts that came, weighed down by love or 

wrong, 
Left her kind presence comforted and strong. 
Each passing pilgrim, and each beggar's right 
Was food, and rest, and shelter for the niglit. 
Bat, more than tliis, the nuns could well impart 
The deepest mysteries of the healing art ; 
Their store of herbs and simples was renowned. 
And held in wonderiog faith for miles around. 
Thus strife, love, sorrow, good and evil fate. 
Found help and blessing at the convent gate. 

Of all the nuns, no heart was haJf so light, 

No eyelids veiling glances half as bright, 

Ko step that glided with such noiseless feet. 

No face that looked so tender or so sweet, 

No voice that rose in choir so pure, so clear. 

No heart to all the others half so dear. 

So surely touched by others' pain or woe, 

(Guessing the grief her young life could not know,) 

No soul in childlike faith so undefiled, 

As Sister Angela's, the " Convent Child." 

For thus they loved to call her. She had known. . 

No home, no love, no kindred, save their own. 

An orphan, to their tender nursing given. 

Child, plaything, pupil, now the Bride of Heaven* • 

And she it was who trimmed the lamp's red light 

That swung before the altar, day and night ; 

Her hands it was, whose patient skill could trace 

The finest broidery, weave the costliest lace ; 

But most of all, her first and dearest care. 

The office she would never miss or share. 

Was every day to weave fresh garlands sweet. 

To place before the shrine at Mary's feet. 
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Natttre is bounteous in that re^on fair, 

Fdt even Winter has her blossoms there. 

Thus Angela loved to count each feast the best, 

By telling with what flowers the shrine was dressed. 

In pomp supreme the countless Roses passed. 

Battalion on battalion thronging fast, 

Each with a different banner, flaming bright, 

Damask, or striped, or crimson, pink, or white, 

Until they bowed before a new-bom queen. 

And the pure vii^gin Lily rose serene. 

Though Angehi always thought the Mother blest 

Must love tlie time of her own hawthorns best. 

Each evening through the year. With equal care. 

She placed her flowers; then kneeling down te 

prayer, 
As their faint perfume rose before the shrine. 
So rose her thoughts, as pure and as divine. 
She knelt until the shades grew dim without. 
Till one by one the altar lights shone out. 
Till one by one the Nuns, like shadows dim. 
Gathered around to chant their vesper hymn ; 
Her voice then led l^e music's wingM flight, 
And " Ave^ Maris Stella'' filled the night. 

But wherefore linger on those days of peace % 
When storms draw near, then quiet hours must oeaM. 
War, cruel war, de&ced the land, and came 
So near the convent with its breath of flame. 
That, seeking shelter, frightened peasants fled. 
Sobbing out tales of coming fear and dread. 
Till after a fierce skirmish, down the road. 
One night came straggling soldiers, with their load 
Of wounded, djring comrades ; and the band, 
Half pleading, yet as if they could command. 
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Sammoned tile trembling Sisten, cravied their caie, 

Tlien rode away, and left the wounded tliere. 

But soon compassion bade all fear depart. 

And bidding every Sister do her part. 

Some prepare simples, healing salres, or bands, 

l*he Abbess chose the more experienced hands 

To dress the wonnds needing most skilfal care ; 

Yet even the youngest Novice took her share. 

To Angela, wlio had but ready will 

And tender pity, yet no speciid skill. 

Was given the charge of a young foreign knight, 

Whose wounds were painfVil, but whose danger slighti 

Day after day she watched beside his bed. 

And first in hushed repose l^e hours fled : 

His feverish moans alone the silence stirred. 

Or her soft voice, uttering some pious word. 

At last the fever left him ; day by day 

The hours, no longer silent, passed away. 

What could she speak of? First, to still his plaint^ 

She told him legends of the martyred Saints ; 

Described the pangs, which, through God's pleik 

teous grace, 
Had gained their soals so high and bright a place. 
This pious artifice soon found success -*- 
Or so she fimcied — for he murmured less. 
So she described the gloriotis pomp sublime 
In which the chapel shone at Easter time. 
The banners, vestments, gold, and colors bright^ 
Ck>unted how many tapers gave their light ; 
Then in minute detail went on to say. 
How the High Altar looked on Christmas-day : 
The kings and shepherds, all in green and red. 
And a bright star of jewels overhead. 
Then told the sign by wiiich they all had seen 
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How oven nature loved to greet her Queen, 
For, when Our Lady's last procession went 
Down the long garden, every head was bent. 
And, rosary in hand, each Sister prayed ; 
As the long floating banners were displayed. 
They struck the hawthorn boughs, and showers and 

showers 
Of buds and blossoms strewed her way with flowera. 
The knight unwearied listened ; till at last. 
He too described the glories of his past ; 
Tourney, and joust, and pageant bright and £ur. 
And all the lovely ladies who were there. 
But half incredulous she heard. Could this — 
This be the world ? this place of love and bliss ! 
Where then was hid the strange and hideous cham^ 
That never failed to bring the gazer harm 1 
She crossed herself, yet asked, and listened still. 
And still the knight described with all his skill 
The glorious world of joy, all joys above. 
Transfigured in the golden mist of love. 
Spread, spread your wings, ye angel goaxdiacs 

bright. 
And shield these dazzling phantoms from her sight I 
But no ; days passed, matins and vespers rang. 
And still the quiet nuns toiled, prayed, and sang. 
And never guessed the &tal, coiling net 
Which every day drew near, and nearer yet. 
Around their diurling ; for she went and came 
About her duties, outwardly the same. 
The same ? ah, no 1 even when she knelt to pray. 
Some charmed dream kept all her heart away. 
^So days went on, until the convent gate 
^Opened one night. Who durst go forth so late f 
Across the moonlit grass, with stealthy tread. 
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Two silent, shrouded figures passed and fled. 
And all was silent, save the moaning seas. 
That sobbed and pleaded, and a wailing breeze 
That sighed among the perfumed ha^vthom-trees. 

What need to tell that dream so bright and brief, 

Of joy uncheckered by a dread of grief? 

What need to tell how aU such dreams must fade. 

Before the slow, foreboding, dreaded shade, 

That floated nearer, until pomp and pride. 

Pleasure and wealth, were summoned to her side. 

To bid, at least, the noisy hours forget. 

And clamor down the whispers of regret. 

StiU Angela strove to dream, and strove in vain ; 

Awakened once, she could not sleep again. 

She saw, each day and hour, more worthless grown 

The heart for wliich she cast away her own ; 

And her soul learnt, through bitterest inward strife, 

The slight, frail love for which she wrecked her life. 

The phantom for which all her hope was given. 

The cold bleak earth for which she bartered heaven ! 

But all in vain ; would even the tendcrcst heart 

Now stoop to take so poor an outcast's part ? 

Tears fled, and she grew reckless more and more. 
Until the humblest peasant closed his door, 
And where she passed, fair dames, in scorn and pride^ 
Shuddered^ and drew their rustling robes aside. 
At last a yearning seemed to fill her soul, 
A longing that was stronger than control : 
Once more, just once again, to see the place 
That knew her young and innocent ; to retrace 
The long and weary southern path ; to gaze 
Upon the haven of her childish days ; 
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Once more beneftth the conrent roof to lie ; 
Once more to look upon her home — and die I 
Weary and worn — her comrades, chill remorse 
And black despair, yet a strange silent force 
Within her heart, that drew her more and more — 
Onward she crawled, ajid begged from door to door. 
Weighed down with weary days, her failing strength 
Grew less each hoar, till one day's dawn at length, 
As first its rays flooded the world with light. 
Showed the broad waters, glittering blue and bright^ 
And where, amid the leafy hawthorn wood, 
Jost as of old the quiet cloister stood. 
Would any know her ? Nay, no fear. Her face 
Had lost all trace of youth, of joy, of grace. 
Of the pure, happy soul they used to know — 
The novice Angela — so long ago. 
She rang the convent bell. The well-known sound 
SiDQOte on her heart, and bowed her to the ground. 
And she, who had not wept for long, dry years. 
Felt the strange rush of unaccustomed tears ; 
Terror and anguish seemed to check her breath, . 
And stop her heart. O God ! could this be death f 
Crouching against the iron gate, she laid 
Her weary head against the bars, and prayed : 
But neater footsteps drew, then seemed to wait; 
And then -she heard the opening of the grate. 
And saw the withered face, on which awoke 
Pity and sorrow, as the portress spoke, 
And asked the stranger's bidding : " Take m^ in," 
She faltered, " Sister Monica, from sin. 
And sorrow, and despair, that will not cease *, 
O, take me in, and let me die in peace ! ** 
With soothing words the Si^'ter lido her wail^ 
Until she brought the k^ to unbar the gate. 
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The beggar tried to tbank her as she lay, 
And heard the echoing footsteps die away. 
Bat. what soft voice was that which soandod near, 
And stirred strange trouble in her heart to hear ? 
She raised her head ; * she saw — she s^med to 

know — 
A face that came fron^ long, long years ago : 
Herself; yet not as when she fled away, 
The yonng and blooming novice, fair and gay. 
Bat a grave woman, gentle and serene : 
The oatcast knew it, — wJuU she might have been. 
Bat, as she gazed and gazed, a radiance bright 
Filled all the place witli strange and sadden light ; 
The nan was there no longer, bat instead, 
A iigaie with a curcle roand its head, 
A ring of glory ; and a face, so meek. 
So soft, so tender. • . . Angela strove to speak. 
And stretched her hands oat, crying, " Mary mild, 
MoUicr of mercy, help me ! — help your child I " 
And Mary answered, " From thy bitter past. 
Welcome, my child 1 O, welcome liome at last ! 
I filled thy place. Thy flight is known to none. 
For all thy daily daties I have done ; 
•fathered thy flowers, and prayed, and sung, and 

slept ; 
Didst thou not know, poor child, thy place was kept? 
Kind hearts are here ; yet would the tenderest one 
Have limits to its mercy : Grod has none. 
And man's forgiveness may be true and sweet. 
But yet he stoops to give it. More complete 
Is Love that lays forgiveness at thy feet. 
And pleads with thee to raise it. Only Heaven 
Means crowned, not vanquished, when it says, < For* 

giveaJ'" 
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Back hurried Sister Monica ; but where 
Was the poor beggar she left lying there 1 
Gone ; and she searched in vain, and sought the place 
For that wan woman, with the piteous &ce : 
But only Angela at the gateway stood, 
Laden with hawthorn blossoms from the wood. 
And never did a day pass by again, 
But the old portress, with a sigh of pain. 
Would sorrow for her loitering : with a prayer 
That the poor beggar, in her wild despair. 
Might not hare come to any ill ; and when 
She ended, " God forgive her ! " humbly then 
Did Angela bow her head, and say, " Amen 1 " 
How pitiful her heart was 1 all could trace 
Something that dimmed the brightness of her fieice 
After tliat day, which none had seen before ; 
Not trouble — but a shadow — nothing more. 

Years passed away. Then, one dark day of dread 
Saw all the Sisters kneeling round a bed, 
Where Angela lay dying ; every breath 
Struggling beneath the heavy hand of death. 
But suddenly a flush lit up her cheek. 
She raised her wan right hand, and strove toj9peak^ 
In sorrowing love they listened ; not a sound 
Or sigh disturbed the utter silence round. 
The very taper's flames were scarcely stirred, 
In such hushed awe the sisters knelt and hesjnd. 
And through that silence Angela told her life : 
Her sin, her flight ; the sorrow and the strife. 
And the return ; and then clear, low, and calm, 
<' Praise God for me, my sisters " ; and the psalm 
Bang up to heaven, far and clear and wide. 
Again, and yet again, then sank and died ; 
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While her white face had such a smile of peace. 
They saw she never heard the music cease ; 
And weeping sisters laid her in her tomb, 
Crowned wi^ a wreath of perfumed hawthorn bloom. 

And thus the Legend ended. It may be 
Something is hidden in the mystery, 
Besides the lesson of (rod's pardon shown, 
Never enough believed, or asked, or known. 
Hav3 we not all, amid life's petty strife. 
Some pure ideal of a noble life 
That once seemed possible ? Did we not hear 
The flutter of its wings, and feel it near, 
And just within our reach ? It was. And yet 
We lost it in this daily jar and fret. 
And now live idle in a vague regret. 
But still our place U kept, and it will wait. 
Heady for us to hll it, soon or late : 
No star ig ever lost we once have seen. 
We always may be what we might have been. 
Since Good, though only thought, has life and breath, 
God's life — can always be redeemed fh>m death ; 
And evil, in its nature, is decay, 
And any hour can blot it all away ; 
The hopes that lost in some £Eir distance seem. 
May bo the truer life, and this the dream. 
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ENVY. 
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E was the first always : Forttmo 
Shone bright in his iace. 
I fought for years ; with no effort 
,. He conquered the place : 
We ran ; my feet were all bleeding, 
But he won the race. 

Spite of his many successes. 

Men loved him the same ; 
My one pale ray of go€>d fortone 

Met scoffing and blame. 
When we erred, they gave him pity, 

Bat me — only shame. 

My home was still in the shadow. 

His lay in the son : 
I longed in vain : what he asked for 

It straightway was done. 
Once I staked all my heart's treasure^ 

We played — and he won. 

Yes ; and jnst now I have seen him. 

Cold, smiling, and blest, 
Laid in his coffin. God help me 1 

While he is at rest, ■ 
I am cursed still to live : — even 

Death loved him the best. 
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OVEB THE MOUNTAIN. 

fjLKJfl dreary prison walls 

The stem, gray mountainB rise. 
Until their topmost crags 
Touch the far gloomy skies : 
One steep and narrow path 

Winds up the mountain's crest» 
And from our valley leads 
Out to the golden West 

I dwell here in content, 

" Thankful for tranquil days ; 
And yet my eyes grow dim. 

As still I gaze and gaze 
Upon that mountain pass, 

That leads — or so it seems — 
To some far happy land. 

Known in a world of dreams. 

And as I watch that path 

Over the distant hill, 
A foolish longing comes 

My heart and soul to fill, 
A painful, strange desire 

To break some weary bond ; 
A vague unuttei-ed wish 

For what might lie beyond ! 

In that far world unknown. 

Over that distant hill. 
May dwell the loved and lost. 

Lost — yet beloved still ; 
«3 
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I haye a jeaming hope. 
Half longing, and half pafn. 

That bj that mountain pass 
They may return again. 

Space may keep friends apart. 

Death has a mighty thrall ; 
There is another gulf 

Harder to cross than all ; 
Yet watching that far road. 

My heart beats full and fast: 
If they should come once more. 

If diey should come at last 1 

See, down the mountain side 

The silver vapors creep ; 
They hide the rocky clifil. 

They hide the craggy steep. 
They hide the narrow path 

That comes across the hill:— 
O foolish longing, cease, 

beating Heart, bo still ! 



BEYOND. 

! must not doubt, or fear, or dread, that 

love for life is only given, 
And that the calm and sainted dead will 
meet estranged and cold in heaven : — 
O, Love were poor and vain indeed, based on lO 
harsh and stem a creed. 
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I True that ihis earth must pass away, with all the. 
starry worlds of light. 

With all the glory of the day, and calmer tender- 
ness of night ; 

For in that radiant home can shine alone the. 
immortal and divine. 

' Earth's lower things — her pride, her fame, her 

science, learning, wealth, and power — 
I Slow growths that through long ages came, or 
' fruits of some convulsive hour. 

Whose very memory must decay — Heaven is too 
puie for such as they. 

They are complete : their work is done. So let 

them sleep in endless rest. 
Love's life is only here begun, nor is, nor can be, 

fully blest ; 
It has no room to spread its wings, amid this 

crowd of meaner things. 

' Jnst for the very shadow thrown upon its sweet- 
ness here below. 

The cross that it must bear alone, and bloody 
baptism of woe, 

Crowned and completed through its pain, we know 
tliat it shall rise again. 

So if its flame bum pure and bright, here, where 

our air is dark and dense, 
I And nothing in this world of night lives with a 

living so intense ; 
When it shall reach its home at length — how 

bright its light ! how strong its strength I 
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And while the vain weak loves of earth (for sudl 

base counterfeits abound) 
Shall perish with what gave them birth — theif 

graves are green and fresh around, 
No fimeral song shall need to rise for the trtid 

Love that never dies. 

Jf in wj heart I now could fear that, risen again, 

we should not know 
What was our Life of Life when here, -^ the hearts 

we loved so much below, — 
I would arise this very day, and cast so poor a 

thing away. 

But Love is no such soulless clod : living, perfected 

it shall rise 
Transfigured in the light .of God, and giving glory 

to the skies : 
And that which makes this life so sweet shall 

render Heaven's joy complete* 



A WARNING. 

LACE your hands in mine, dear^ 
With their rose-leaf touch : 
If you heed my warning. 
It will spare yon much. 




Ah ! with just such smiling 

Unbelieving eyes. 
Years ago I heard it : — 

You shall be more wise. 



i 
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Yon lisre one great tneasure^ 

J07 for all your life ; 
Do not let it perish 

In one reckless strife. 

Do not yentore all, child. 

In one frail, weak heart ; 
So, through any shipwreck, 

Toil may save a part. 

Where yonr soul is tempted 

Most to trust your fate. 
There, with double caution. 

Linger, fear, and wait. 

Measure all you give, still 

Counting what you take ; 
Love for love : so placing 

Each an equal stake. 

Treasure lore ; though ready 

Still to live without 
In your fondest trust, keep 

Just one thread of doubt 

Build on no to-morrow; 

Love has but to-day : 
If the lixtks seem slackenings 

Cut the bond away. 

Trust no prayer nor promise; 

Words are grains of sand : 
To keep your heart unbroken^ 

Hold it in your hand. 
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That your love may finish 

Calm as it begun, 
Learn this lesson better, 

Dear, than I have done. 

Years hence, perhaps, this warning 

Yon shall give again. 
In just the self-same words, dear. 

And — just as much — in vain. 



MAXIMUS. 

, if God should make them kings, 
Might not disgrace the throne He gave; 
How few who could as well fulfil 
The holier office of a slave ! 

I hold him great who, for Lore's sake, 
Can give, with generous, earnest will, — 

Yet he who takes for Love's sweet sake, 
I think I hold more generous stilL 

I prize the instinct that can turn 

From vain pretence with proud disdain ; 

Yet more I prize a simple heart 
Paying credulity with pain. 

I bow before the noble mind 

That freely some great wrong forgives; 
Yet nobler is the one forgiven. 

Who bears that burden well, and livei. 



I 
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It maj be hard to gain, and still 
To keep a lowly steadfast heart ; 

Yet he who loses has to fill 
A harder and a truer part 

Glorious it is to wear the crown 
Of a deserved and pore success; — 

He who knows how to fail has won 
A Crown whose lustre is not less. 

Great may he be who can command 
And rule with just and tender swaj ; 

Yet is diviner wisdom taught 
Better hj him who can obey. 

BlessM are those who die for God, 

And earn the Martyr's crown of light; 
Yet he who lives for Grod may be 
. A greater Conqueror in His sight. 



OPTIMUS. 

HERE is a deep and subtle snare 
Whose sure temptation hardly fails. 
Which, just because it looks so fair, 
Only a noble heart assails. 

So all the more we need be strong 
Against this false and seeming Right ; 
Which none the less is deadly wrong. 
Because it glitters clothed in light 
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When dutieB -nnfiilfiUed remain, 
Or noble works are left unplaimed. 
Or when great deeds cry out in vain 
On coward heart and trembling hand, — 

Then will a seeming Angel speak : — 
« The hours are fleeting — great the need — 
If thoa art strong and others weak. 
Thine be the effort and the deed. 

"Deaf are their ears who ought to hears 
Idle their hands, and dull their soul; 
While slotli, or ignorance, or fear, 
Fetters them with a blind controL 

'* Sort thoa the tangled web anght ; 
Take thou the toil, take thou the pain : 
For fear the bonr begin its flight, 
While Right and Duty plead in Taint" 

And now it is I bid thee panse. 
Nor let this Tempter bend thy will : 
There are diviner, truer laws 
That teach a nobler lesson stilL 

Learn that each duty makes its claim 
Upon one soul : not each on all. 
How, if God speaks thy brother's namfl^ 
Dare tliou make answer to the call ) 

The greater peril in the strife. 
The less this evil should bo done ; 
For as in battle, so in life, 
Danger and honor still are one. 
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Aronse him thea : — this is thy part : - 
Sbow faim the claim ; point out the need ; 
And nerve bis arm, and cheer his heart ; 
Then stand aside, apd say, ** God speed ! ** 

Smooth thou his path ere it is trod ; 
Burnish the arms that he must wield ; 
And pray, with all thy strength, that God 
May crown him Victor of (he field. 

And then, I think, thy soul shall feel 
A nobler fhrill of true content, 
Than if presumptuous, eager zeal 
Had seized a down for others meant. 

And eren that ¥ery deed shall shiaa 
In mystic sense, divine and true. 
More wholly and more pueely thine -«r 
Because it is aoodier'a toe« 



MS. 



A LOST CHORD. 




EATED one day at the Organ, 
I was weary and ill at ease. 
And my fingers wandered idly 
Over the noisy keys. 



I do not know what I was playisg;, 
Or what I was dreaming then; 

But I struck one chord of music, 
Like the sound of a great Amen. 



TOO LATE. 

It flooded the crimson twilight, 

Like the close of an Angel's Psalm, 

And it lay on my fevered spirit 
With a touch of infinite calm. 

It quieted pain and sorrow, 
Like love overcoming strife ; 

It seemed the harmonious echo 
From our discordant life. 

It linked all perplexed meanings 

Into one perfect peace, 
And trembled away into silence 

As if it were loth to cease. 

I have sought, but I seek it vainly, 
That one lost chord divine. 

That came firom the soul of the Organ, 
And entered into mine. 

It may be that Death's bright angel 
Will speak in that chord again. 

It may be that only in Heaven 
I shall hear that grand Amen 



TpO LATE. 

USH! speak low; tread softly j 
Draw the sheet aside ; — 
Yes, she does look peaceful; 
With that smile she died. 
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Tet stem want and sorrow 

Even now yon trace 
On the wan, worn features 

Of the still white fiice. 

Bestless, helpless, hopeless, 

Was her bitter part ; — 
Now — how still the Violets 

Lie upon her Heart 1 

She who toiled and labored 

For her daily bread ; 
See the velvet hangings 

Of this stately bed. * 

Tes, they did forgive her; 

Brought her home at last; 
Strove to cover over 

Their relentless past. 

Ah, they would have given 
Wealth, and home, and pride. 

To see her just look happy 
Once before she died ! 

They strove hard to please hcr^ 

Bui, when death is near. 
All yon know is deadened, 

Hope, and joy, and fear. 

And besides, one sorrow 

Deeper still — bne pain 
Was beyond them : healing 

Came to-day — in vain I 



M# TOO L4TE, 

If she liad but liagered 
Just a few hours more; 

Or lia4 thifl letter reached hfir 
Just one day before 1 

I can almost pity 

Eyjen him to-day; 
Tboogh he let this f^ Tig nlsh 

Eat her hofirt away. 

Yet she nevw blamed him :<-^ 

One day you shall know 
How this sorrow happened ; 
• It was long ago. 

I have road the letter; 

Many a weary year, 
For one word she hangend,'^ 

There are tboosaads hfira* 

If she eonld but heat it, 
Conld bat anderstaad ; 

See, — I put the letter 
In hier cold white hand, 

»vcn these woi:ds, sa longed ftr. 
Do nojtfitir her rest; 

Well, I should not murmar» 
Epr Qod judges best. 

She needs no more pity,-«- 
But I mourn his f^to, 
. When he hear? his letter 
C^me a dfty tog I^e. 
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THE REQtriTAL. 

OUI> vdfli^d the Tean^e^ 

Fast fell the sleet; 
A little Child Angel 

Plasfled ^wn the street^ 

With trailing ptnionfi. 
And weary feet* 

The moon mtas hidden ; 

No stars tvcre bright ; 
So she could not sl]«lter 

In heaven that night. 
For the Angels' kddea 

Are rays of light 

She beat her wings 
At each window-pane, 

And pleaded for shelter, 
But all in vain : — 

" Listen," they said, 
" To the pelting rain ! " 

She sobbed, as the laughter 
And mirth grew higher, 

" Give me rest and shelter 
Beside your fire, 

And I will give you 
Your heart's desire.'* 

7he dreamer sat watching 
His embers gleam. 
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While his heart was floating 
Down hope's bright stream; 

... So he wove her wailing 
Into his dream. 

The worker toiled on, 
For his time was brief; 

The mourner was nursing 
Her own pale grief: 

They heard not tilie promise 
That brought relief: 

But fiercer the Tempest 

Rose than before. 
When the Angel paused . 

At a humble door, 
And asked for shelter 

And help once more. 

A weaiy woman. 
Pale, worn, and thin, 

With the brand upon her 
Of want and sin. 

Heard the Child Aiigel 
And took her in. 

Took her in gently, 

And did her best 
To dry her pinions ; 

And made her rest 
With tender pity 

Upon her breast. 

When the eastern mormng 
Grew bright and red. 
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Up the first siinbeam 

The Angel fled ; 
Haying kissed the woman 

And left her — dead. 



BETURNED — " MISSING.* 

(five teabs afteb.) 

f|ES, I was sad and anxious. 
But now, dear, I am gay ; 
I know that it is wisest 
To pat all hope away : — 
Thank God that I hare done so, 
And can be calm to-day 1 

For hope deferred — you know it — 
Once made my heart so sick : 

Kow, I expect no longer ; 
It is but the old trick 

Of hope, that makes me tremble. 
And makes my heart beat quick. 

All day I sit here calmly ; 

Not as I did before. 
Watching for one whose footstep 

Comes never, never more. . . . 
Hush 1 was that some one passing. 

Who paused beside the door? 

For years I hung on chances, 
Longing for just one word ; 
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At last I feel it : —silence 

Will never more be stirred. • • • 

Tell me onee more that rumor 
You faooed you bad heard. 

Life has more things to dwell on 
Than just one useless pain, 

Useless and past forever ; 
But noble things remain, 

And wait us all : . . . you too, dear, 
Do you think hope quite vain 1 

All others have forgotten, 
'T is right I should forget^ 

Nor live on a keen longing 

Which shadows forth regret: • • • 

Are not the letters coming % 
The sun is almost set. 

Now that my restless legion 
Of hopes and fears is fled. 

Beading is joy and comfort . . • * 
.... This very day I read, 

O, such a strange returning 
Of one whom all thought dead ! 

Not that / dream or &ncy. 
You know all that is past ; 

Earth ha6 no hope to give me, 
And yet -^ Time flies so fast 

That all but the impossible 
Might be brought back at last. 
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IN THE WOOD. 

N the wood where shadows are deepest 
From the branches overhead, 
"Where the wild wood-strawberries clustery 
And the softest moss is spread, 
I met to-day wkh a fairy, 
And I followed her where she led. 

Some magical words she uttered, 

I alone could understand. 
For the sky grew bluer and brighter ; 

While there rose on either hand 
The cloudy walls of a palace. 

That was built in Fairy-land. 

And I stood in a strange enchantment ; 

I had known it all before : 
In my heart of hearts was the magic 

Of days tliat will come no more, 
The magic of joy departed, 

That Time can never restore. 

That never, ah, never, never, 

Never again can be ; — 
Shall I tell you what powerful fairy 

Built up this palace for me ? 
It was only a little white Violet 

I foimd at the root of a tree. 
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TWO WORLDS. 

OD'S world is bathed in beauty, 
God*8 world is steeped in light; 
It is the self-same glory 

That makes thg. day so bright. 
Which thrills the earth with music. 
Or hangs the stars in night. 

Hid in earth's mines of silver, 
Floating on clouds above, — 

Hinging in Autumn's tempest, 
Murmured by every dove, — 

One thought iills God's creation. 
His own great name of Love ! 

In God's world Strength is lovely. 

And so is Beauty strong, 
And Light— God's glorious shadow— 

To both great gifts belong ; 
And they all melt into sweetness. 

And fill the earth with Song. 

Above God's world bends Heaven, 
With day's kiss pure and bright^ 

Or folds her still more fondly 
In the tender shade of night ; 

And she casts back Heaven's sweptnesi^ 
In fragrant love and light. 

God's world has one great echo ; 
Whether calm blue mists are curled, 
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Or lingering dew-drops quiver. 

Or red storms are unfurled ; 
The same deep love is throbbing 

Through the great heart of Grod's world. 

Man^s world is black and blighted, 
Steeped through with self, and sin ; 

And should his feeble purpose 
Some feeble good begin, 

The work is marred and tainted 
By Leprosy within. 

Man's world is bleak and bitter ; 

Wherever he has trod, 
He spoils the tender beauty 

That blossoms on the sod. 
And blasts the loving Heaven 

Of the great, good world of God. 

There Strength on coward weakness 

In cruel might will roll ; 
Beauty and Joy are cankers 
. That eat away the soul ; 
And Love — God, avenge it— 
The plague-spot of the whole. 

Man's world is Pain and Terror; 

He found it pure and fair. 
And wove in nets of sorrow 

The golden summer air. 
. Black, hideous, cold, and dreary, 

Man's curse, not Gbd's, is thero. 

And yet God's world is speaking: 
Mui will not hear it call ; 



ftift A NEW MOTHER. 

Bat listens where the echoes 
Of his own discords fall, 

Then clamors back to Heaveii 
That God has done it alL 

O God, man's heart is darkened. 
He will not understand ! 

Show him Thy clond and fire ; 
And, with Thine own right hand. 

Then lead him through his desert^ 
Back to Thy Holy Xduid 1 



A NEW MOTHER. 




WAS with my lady when she died : 

I it was who guided her weak hand 

For a blessing on each little head, 

Laid her baby by her on the bed. 



Heard the words they could not understand. 



And I drew them round my knee that night. 
Hushed their childish glee, and made them say 
They would keep her words with loving tean. 
They would not foiget her dying fears 
Lest the thought of her should &de away. 

I, who guessed what her last dread had bee% 
Made a promise to that still, cold face, 
That her children's hearts, at any cost. 
Should be with the mother they had lost^ 
Wlien a stranger came to take her place. 
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And 1 knew so much ! for I had lived 
With my lady since her childhood ^ known 
What her young and happy days had been^ 
And the grief no other eyes had seen 
I had watched and sorrowed for alone. 

Ah ! she once had sach a happy smile I 
I had known how sorely she was tried : 
Six short years befbre, her eyes were bright 
As her little blue-eyed May's that night. 
When she stood by her dead mother's side. 

No, I will not say he was unkind ; 

But she had been used to love and praise. 
He was somewhat grave, — perhaps, in truth. 
Could not weave her joyous, smiling youth 

Into all his stem and serious ways. 

She, who should have reigned a blooming flower, 
First in pride and honor, as in grace, — 
She, whose will had once ruled all around. 
Queen and darling of us all, — • she found 
Change indeed in that cold, stately place. 

Yet she would not blame him, even to me. 
Though she often sat and wept alone ; 
But she could not hide it near her death. 
When she said with her last struggling breath, 
" Let my babies still remain my own 1 " 

I it was who drew the sheet aside. 
When he saw his dead wife's face. That test 
Seemed to strike right to his heart. He said. 
In a strange, low whisper, to the dead, 
" God knows, love, I did it for the best I " 
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And he wept — O yes, I will be just — 
Wlien I brought the children to him there. 

Wondering sorrow in their baby eyes ; 

And he soothed them with his fond replies. 
Bidding me give double love and care. 

Ah, I loved them well for her dear sake : 

Little Arthur, with his serious air ; 

May, with all her mother's pretty ways. 
Blushing, and at any word of praise 

Shaking out her sunny golden hair. 

And the little one of all — poor child I 
She had cost that dear and precious life. 
Once Sir Arthur spoke my lady's name. 
When the baby's gloomy christening came. 
And he called her " Olga — like my wife 1 " 

Save that time, he never spoke of her : 
He grew graver, sterner, every day ; 

And the children felt it, for they dropped 
Low their vo oes, and their laughter stopped. 
While he stood and watched them at their play. 

No, he never named their mother's name. 
Bui I told them of her : told them all 

She had been ; so gentle, good, and bright ; 

And I always took them every night 
Where her picture hung in the great halL 

There she stood : white daisies in her hand. 

And her red lips parted as to speak 
With a smile ; the blue and sunny air 
Seemed to stir her floating golden hair. 

And to bring a £unt blush on her cheek. 
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Well) 80 time passed on ; a year was gone. 
And Sir Arthur had been mnch away. 
Then the news came \ I shed many tears 
When I saw the truth of all my fears 
Bise before me on that bitter day. 

Any one but her I could have borne ! 

But my lady loved her as her friend. 

Through their childhood and their early yoath, 
How she used to count upon the truth 

Of this friendship that would never end ! 

Older, graver than my lady was. 
Whose young, gentle heart on her relied, 

She would give advice, and praise, and blame, 
And my lady leant on Margaret's name, 
As her dearest comfort, help, and guide. 

I had never liked her, and I think 
That my lady grew to doubt her too. 

Since her marriage ; for she named her less. 

Never saw her, and I used to guess 
At some secret wrong I never knew. 

That might be or not. But now, to hear 
She would come and reign here in her stead. 
With the pomp and splendor of a bride : 
Would no thought reproach her in her pride 
With the silent memory of the dead ? 

So, the day came, and the bells rang out, 

And I laid the children's black aside ; 
And I held each little trembling hand. 
As I strove to make them understand 

They most greet their fiither's new-made brid«. 
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Ah, Sir Arthur might look grave and stern. 
And his lady's eyes might well grow dim. 
When the children shrank in fear away,— 
Little Arthur hid his face, and May 
Would not raise her eyes, or speak to him. 

When Sir Arthur bade them greet their ** mother/' 
I was forced to chide, yet proud to hear 
How my little loving May replied. 
With her mother's pretty air of pride, — 
« Our dear mother has been dead a year 1 " 

Ah, the lady's tears might well fall fast, 
As she kissed them, and then turned away. 

She might strive to smile or to forget. 

But I tliink some shadow of regret 
Must have risen to blight her wedding-4ay. 

She had some strange touch of self-reproach ; 

For she used to linger day by day. 
By the nursery door, or garden gate, 
With a sad, calm, wistful look, and wait 

Watching the three children at their play. 

But they always shrank away from her 
When she strove to comfort their alarms. 

And their grave, cold silence to beguile : 

Even little Olga's baby-smile 
Quivered into tears when in her arms. 

I could never chide them : for I saw 
How their mother's memory grew more deep 
In their hearts. Each night I had to tell 
Stories of her whom I loved so well 
When a child, to send them off to sleep. 
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But Sir Arthur — O, this was too hard I — 
He, who had been always stem and sad 
In my lady's time, seemed to rejoice 
Each day more ; and I could hear his voice 
Even, sounding younger and more glad. 

He might perhaps hare blamed them, but his wife 
Never failed to take the children's part : 
She would stay him with her pleading tone. 
Saying she would strive, and strive alone. 
Till she gained each little wayward heart. 

And she strove indeed, and seemed to be 
Always waiting for their love, in vain ; 

Yet, when May had most her mother's look. 
Then the lady's calm, cold accents shook 
With some memory of reproachful pain. 

Little May would never call her mother : 

So, one day, the lady, bending low. 
Kissed her golden curls, and softly said, 
«* Sweet one, call me Margaret, instead,^ 

Tour dear mother used to call me so." 

She was gentle, kind, and patient-too, 
Tet in vain : the children held apart. 
Ah, their mother's gentle memory dwelt 
Near them, and her little orphans felt 
She had the first claim upon their heart. 

So three years passed ; then the war broke out ; 

And a rumor seemed to spread and rise ; 
First we guessed what sorrow must befall, 
Then all doubt fled, for we read it all 

la the depths of her despairing eyes. 



Ii8 A NEW MOTHER. 

Yes ; Sir Arthur had been called away 
To that scene of slaughter, fear, and strife, — 
Now he seemed to know with double pain 
The cold, bitter gulf that must remain 
To divide his children from his wife. 

Nearer came the day he was to sail. 
Deeper grew the coming woe and fear, 
When, one night, the children at my knee 
Knelt to say their evening prayer to mc, 
I looked up and saw Sir Arthur near. 

There they knelt with folded ha^ds, and said 
Low, soft words in stammering accents sweet ; 
In the firelight shone their golden hair 
And white robes : my darlings looked so fisur. 
With their little bare and rosy feet I 

There he waited till their low " Amen ! " — 
Stopped the rosy lips raised for " Good night ! " — 
Drew them with a fond clasp, close and near. 
As 'he bade them stay with him, and hear 
Something that would make his heart more light. 

Little Olga crept into his arms ; 

Arthur leant upon his shoulder ; May 
Knelt beside him, with her earnest eyes 
Lifted up in patient, calm surprise, — 

I can almost hear his words to-day. 

" Years ago, my children, years ago, 
When your mother was a child, she came 
From her Northern home, and here she met 
Love for love, and comfort for regret, 
la one early friend, — you know her name» 
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«' And this friend — a few years older — gave 
Such hifld care, such lore, that day by day 
The new home grew happy, joy complete. 
Studies easier, and play more sweet. 
While all childish sorrows passed away. 

'* And your motiher — fragile, like my May — 
Xieant on this deep lore, — npr leant in vain. 
Fo** this friend (strong, generous, noble heart !) 
Gave the sweet, and took the bitter part, — 
Brought her all the joy, and kept the pain. 

" Years passed on, and then I saw them first : 
It was hard to say which was most fair. 

Your sweet mother's bright and blushing £eu». 
Or the graver Margaret's stately grace ; 
Golden locks, or braided raven, hidr. 

" Then it happened, by a strange, sad fate. 
One thought entered into each young soul : 

Joy for one — if for the other pain ; 

Loss for one — if for the other gain : 
One must lose, and one possess the whole. 

'* And so this -— this — ^what they cared for — came 
And belonged to Margaret : was her own. 
But she laid the gift aside, to take 
Pain and sorrow for your mother's sake, 
And none knew it but herself alone. 

<< Then she travelled far away, and none 
The strange mystery of her absence knew. 
Margaret's secret thought was never told : 
Even your mother thought her changed and cold. 
And for many years I thought so too. 
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** She was gone ; and then your mother took 
That poor gift which Margaret laid aside : 

Flower, or toy, or trinket, matters not ; 

What it was had better be forgot . • • 
It was just then she became my bride. 

" Now, I think May knows the hope I haye. 

Arthur, darling, can you guess the resti 
Even my little Olga understands 
Great gifts can be given by little hands. 

Since of all gifts Love is still the best 

" Margaret is my dear and honored wife. 
And I hold her so. But she can claim 
From your hearts, dear ones, a loving debt 
I can neither pay, nor yet forget : 
You can give it in your mother's name. 

" Earth spoils even Love, and here a shade 
On the purest, noblest heart may fall ; 
Kow your mother dwells in perfect light. 
She will bless us, I believe, to-night, — 
She is happy now, and she knows all." 

Next day was fiirewell, — a day of tean ; 

Tet Sir Arthur, as he rode away, 
And turned back to see his lady stand 
With the children clinging to her hand. 

Looked as if it were a happy day. 

Ah, they loved her soon 1 The little one 

Crept into her arms as to a nest ; 
Arthur always with her now ; and May 
Growing nearer to her every day : — 

—Well, I loved my own dear lady best. 
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GIVE PLACE. 

TARRY Crowns of Heaven 

Set in azure night 1 
Linger yet a little . 

Ere you hide your light : — 

— Nay ; let Starlight fade away. 
Heralding the day ! 

Snow-flakes pure and spotless. 

Still, O, still remain, 
Guiding dreary winter. 

In your silver chain : — 

— Nay ; but melt at once and bring 
Radiant sunny Spring ! 

Blossoms, gentle blossoms, 

■ Do not wither yet ; 
Still for you the sun shines. 
Still the dews are wet : — 

— Nay ; but £eide and wither fiut, 
Emit must come at last 1 

Joy, so true and tender, 

Dare you not abide ? 
"Will you spread your pinions. 

Must you leave our side ? 

— Nay ; an Angel's shming graos 
Waits to fill your place 1 
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MY WILL. 

!7CE I have no lands or honses. 
And no hoarded golden store. 
What can I leave those who love me 
When they see my face no more ? 
Do not smile ; I am not jesting,- 

Though my words sound gay and light. 
Listen to me, dearest Alice, 
I will make my Will to-night. 

First for Mabel, — who will never 

Let the dnst of fiitnre yeais 
Dim the thought of me, bnt keep it 

Brighter still : perhaps with tears. 
In whose eyes, whatever I glance at. 

Touch, or praise, will always shine. 
Through a strange and sacred radiance. 

By Love's Charter, wholly mine ; 
She will never lend to others 

Slenderest link of thought I claim, 
I will, therefore, to her keeping 

Leave my memory and my name. 

Bertha will do truer service 

To her kind than I have done. 
So I leave to her young spirit 

The long Work I have begun. 
Well ! the threads are tangled, broken. 

And the colors do not blend, 
She will bend her earnest striving 

Both to finish and amend : 
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And, when it is all completed. 

Strong with care and rich with skillf 

Just because my hands began it, 
She will love it better still. 

Ruth shall have mj dearest token. 

The one link I dread to break. 
The one duty that I live for. 

She, when I am gone, will take. 
Sacred is the trust I leave her. 

Needing patience, prayer, and tears ; 
I have striven to fulfil it. 

As she knows, these many years. 
Sometimes hopeless, fiunt, and weary, 

Tet a blessing shall remain 
With the task, and Buth will prize it. 

For my many hours of pain. 

What must I leave yott, my Alice ? 

Nothing, Love, to do or bear. 
Nothing that can dim your blue eyes 

With the slightest cloud of care. 
I will leave my heart to love you. 

With the tender feith of old ; 
Still to comfort, warm, and light yon. 

Should your life grow dark or cold 
No one else, my child, can claim it ; 

Though you find old scars of pain. 
They were only wounds, my daiiing. 

There is not, I trust, one stain. 

Are my gifts indeed so worthlessr 

Now the slender sum is told 1 
Well, I know not : years may ble^s thoi4 

With a nobler price than gold. 
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Am I poor ? ah no, most wealthy. 
Not in these poor gifts yon take, 

Bnt in the true hearts that tell me 
You will keep them for my sake. 



KING AND SLAVE. 

F in my soul, dear, 

An omen should dwel^ 
Bidding me pause, ere 
I love thee too well ; 
If the whole circle 

Of noble and wise. 
With stem forebodings. 
Between ns should rise; — 

I will tell ihem, dear, 

That Love reigns — a King, 
Where storms cannot reach him^ 

And words cannot sting ; 
He counts it dishonor 

His faith to recall ; 
He trusts ; — and forever 

He gives — and gives all 1 

I will tell iheef dear. 

That Love is — a Slave, 
Who dreads thought of freedom. 

As life dreads the grave ; 
And if doub^ or peril 

Of change there may be. 
Such fear wonld but drive him 

Still nearer to thee I 
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A CHANT. 
^ Benedictus qtn venit in nomine DomnL" 



nnO is {be Angel that conleth 1 
Life! 
Let tis not qaestion what he brii^. 
Peace or Strife; 
Under the shade of his mighty wings^ 
One by one. 
Are his secrets told ; 
One by one. 
Lit by the rays of each morning smi, 
Shall a new flower its petals nnfbld, 
With the mystery hid in its heart of gold. 
We wlU arise and go forth to greet him, 

Singly, gladly, with one accord ; — 
« Blessed is he that cometh 

In the name of the Lord 1 " • 



Who is the Angel that cometh ? 

Joy! 
Look at his glittering rainbow wings, -«• 

No alloy 
Lies in the radiant gifb he brings ; 

Tender and sweet, 
He is come to-day, 

Tender and sweet : 
While chains of love on his silver feet 
Will hold him in lingering fond delay. 
But greet him quickly, he will not stay, 
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Soon he will leave ns ; bat though for othen 

All his brightest treasures are stored, — 
" Blessed is he that cometh 

In* the name of the Lord I " 



Who is the Angel that cometh ? 

Pain! 
Let na arise and go forth to greet him ; 

Not in vain 

Is the summons come for na to meet him ; 

He will stay, 

And darken our sun ; 

He will stay 

A desolate night, a weary day. 

Since in that shadow our work is done. 
And in that shadow our crowns are won. 
Let us say stiU, while his bitter chalioe 
Slowly into our hearts is poured, — 
" Blessed is he that cometh 

In the name of the Lord 1 " 



Who is the Angel that cometh % 

Death! 
But da not shudder and do not fear ; 

Hold your breath, 
For a kingly presence is drawing near. 
Cold and bright 
Is his flashing steel, 
Cold and bright 
The smile that comes like a starry light 
To calm the terror an** grief we ^1 ; 
He comes to help and to save and heal : 
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Then let us, baring our hearts and kneeling, 
Sing, while we wait this Angers sword, — 
«< Blessed is he that cometh 

In the name of the Lord 1 " 



DREAM-LIFE. 

ISTEN, friend, and I will tell you 
Why I sometimes seem so glad. 
Then, without a reason changing. 
Soon become so grave and sad. 

Half my life I live a beggar. 
Bagged, helpless, and alone ; 

But the other half a monarch. 

With my courtiers round my throne. 

Half my life is full of sorrow. 
Half of joy, still fresh and new ; 

One of these lives is a fiuicy, 
Bat the other one is true. 

While I live and feast on gladnesa. 
Still I feel the thought remain. 

This must soon end, — nearer, nearer. 
Comes the life of grief and pain. 

While I live a wretched beggar. 
One bright hope my lot can cheer ; 

Bi^n, soon, thou shalt have thy kingdam. 
Brighter hours are drawing near. 
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So yon see m^ life is twofold, 
Half a pleasure, half a grief ; 

Thus all joy is somewhat tempered. 
And all sorrow finds relief. 

Which, jou ask me, is the real life, 
Which the dream, — the joy, or woe f 

Hush, friend ! it is little matter. 
And, indeed -^ I nerer know. 



HESt. 

aPBEAD, spread thy siker wings, 
Dove! 
And seek for rest by land and sea, 

And bring the tidings back to me 

For thee and me imd those 1 love. 

Look how my Doto soar» fitf away ; 
Go with her, heart of mine, I pitty ; 
Go where her fluttering silver pittldMI 
Follow the track of the crimson day. 

Is rest where elondlete slowly cnep, 

And sobbing winds forget to gHeve, 

And quiet waters gently heave, 

As if they rocked the ship to sleep ? 
Ah no ! that southern vapor while 
WiU bring a tempest ere th« nighty 
.And thunder through the quiet heavttt^ 
Lashing the sea in its angry might 




The battle-field lies still and cold. 
While stars that watch in silent light 
Gleam here and there on weapons bright. 
In weary sleepers' slackened hpld ; 

Nay, though tl^y dream of no alarm. 
One bugle sound wiil stir that calm, 
And all the sti'ength of two great nations. 
Eager for battle, will ri^ and arm. 

Pause where the Pilgrims' day is done, 
Where scrip and staff aside are laid. 
And, resting in the silent shade, 
Tkey watch the slowly sinking sun. 

Ah no ! that worn and weary band 
Must journey long before they stand. 
With bleeding feet, and hearts rejoicing. 
Kissing the dust of the Holy Land. 

Then find a soul who meets at last 

A noble prize but hard to gain, 

Or joy long pleaded ios in vain. 

Now sweeter for a bitter past. 

Ah no ! for Time can rob her yet, 
And even should cruel Time forget. 
Then Death will come, and, unrelenting. 
Brand her with sonrowful long regret. 

Seek farther, farther yet, Dove 1 

Beyond the Land, beyond the Sea, 

There shall be rest for thee and me, 

I'or thee and me and those I love. 
I heard a promise gently fall, 
I heard a far-off Shepherd call 
The weary and the brc^n-hearted, 
{*ronu.9ing r«8t unto each and all 
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It is not marred hj ontward strife. 

It is not lost in calm repose, 

It heedeth neither joys nor woes, 

Is not disturbed by death or life ; 

Through, and beyond them, lies our Best : 
Then cease, O Heart, thy longing quest ! 
And thou, my Dove, with silver pinions 
Flutter again to thy quiet nest I 



THE TYRANT AND THE CAPTIVE: 

flT was midnight when I listened, 
And 1 heard two Voices speak ; 
One wab harsh, and stem, and cruel, 
And the other soft and weak : 
Yet I saw no Vision enter. 

And I heard no steps depart, 
Of this Tyrant and his Captive, . . . 
Fate it might be and a Heart, 

Thus the stem Voice spake in triumph : — 

** 1 have shut your life awa^ 
From the radiant world of nature. 

And the perfumed light of day. 
Ton, who loved to steep your spirit 

In the charm of Earth's delight^ 
See no glory of the daytime, 

And no sweetness of the night." 

But the soft Voice answered calmly :— 
** Nay, for when the March winds biing 
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Just a whisper to my window, 

I can dream the rest of Spring; 
And to^daj I saw a swallow 

Flitting past my prison bars, 
And my cell has just one comer 
' Whence at night I see the stars/' 

But its bitter taunt repeating. 

Cried the harsh Voice : — "Where are they, 
All the friends of former hours. 

Who forget your name to-day ? 
All the links of love are shattei^, 

Which you thought so strong before ; 
And your very heart is lonely, 

Anid alone since loved no more." 

But the low Voice spoke still lower: — 

<< Nay, I know the golden chain 
Of my Love is purer, stronger. 

For the cruel fire of pain : 
They remember me no longer. 

But I, grieving here alone. 
Bind their souls to me for ever 

By the love within my own." 

/ 

But the Voice cried : — " Once remember 

You devoted soul and mind 
To 'the welfare of your brethren, 

And the service of your kind. 
Now, what sorrow can you comfort 1 

You, who lie in helpless pain. 
With an impotent compassion 

Fretting out your life in vain." 
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*' Nay " ; and then the gentle answer 

Bose more loud, and full, and clear : 
" For the sake of all my brethren 

I thank God that I am here ! 
Poor had been my Life's best efibrts, 

Now I waste no thought or breath, — 
For the prayer of those who sufier 

Has the strength of Love and Pe^th.'' 



THE CARVER'S LESSON. 

RUST me, no mere skill of snbde tra cery . 
No mere practice of a dexterous hand. 
Will suffice, without a hidden spirit. 
That we may, or may not, anderstand 

And those quaint old fragments that ore left ns 
Have their power in this, — the Carver brought 

Earnest care, and reverent patience, only 
Worthily to clothe some noble thought. 

Shnt then in the petals of the flowers, 
Roxmd the stems of all the lilies twine. 

Hide beneath each bird's or angel's pinion. 
Some wise meaning or some thought divinei. 

Place in stony hands that pray forever 
Tender words of peace, and strive to wind 

Round the leafy scrolls and fretted niches 
Some true, lovmg message to your kind* 
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Some will praise, Bome blame, and, soon foi^tting. 
Come and go, nor even pause to gaze ; 

Only now and tlien a passing stranger 
Just may loiter with a word of praise. 

But I think, when years have floated onward. 
And the stone is gray, and dim, and old. 

And the hand forgotten that has canred it. 
And the heart that dreamt it still and cold ; 

There may come some weary soul, o'erla^en 
With perplexed struggle in his bnin. 

Or, it may be, fretted with life's turmoil. 
Or made sore with somd perpetual pain. 

Then, I think those stony hancU will open. 

And the gentle lilies overflow, 
With the blessing and the loving token 

That yoa hid there many years ago. 

And the tendrils will unroll^ and tea^ch him 
How to solve the problem of his pain ; 

And the birds' and angels' wings shake dowiitraiid 
On his heart a sweet and tender rain. 

While he iharvels at his &ncy, reading 
Meaning in that quaint and ancient 8CS(>U» 

Little guessing that the loving Carver ' 

Left a message for his weary 9oaL 



»34 



TBBEE ROBES. 



THREE BOSES. 




UST when the red Jane Hoses hlow 
She gave me one, — a year ago. 
A Bose whose crimson breath revealed 

The secret that its heart concealed. 

And whose half shy, half tender grace 
Blushed back npon the giver's face. 
A year ago — a year ago — 
To hope was not to know. 

Jost when the red June Hoses blow 
I plucked her one, — a month ago : 
Its half-blown crimson to eclipse, 
I laid it on her smiling lips ; 
The balmy fragrance of the south 
Drew sweetness from her sweeter month. 

Swiftly do golden hours creep, — 

To hold is not to keep. 

The red June Hoses now are past. 

This very day I broke the last, — 

And now its perfumed breath is hid, 

With her, beneath a coffin-lid ; 

There will its petals fall apart. 

And wither on her icy heart : — 
At three ted Hoses' cost 
My world was gained and loft. 
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MY PICTURE GALLERY. 



[|0U write and think of me, 1117 friend^ 
with pity ; 
While 70a are basking in the light of 
Rome, 

Shut up within the heart of this great city, 
Too busj and top poor to leave my home. 

u. 
Yon think mj lile debarred all rest or pleasure. 
Chained all day to my ledger and my pen ; 
Too sickly even to use my little leisure 
To bear me from the strife and din of men. 



Well, it ia true ; yet, now the days are longer. 
At sunset I can lay my writing down. 
And slowly crawl (summer has made me stronger) 
Just to the nearest outskirt of the town. 

IV. 

There a i^de Common, blackened though and dreary 
With factory smoke, spreads outward to the West; 
I lie down on the parehed-up grass, if weary. 
Or lean against a broken wall to rest. 



So might a King, turning to Arts' rich treasure. 
At evening, wb^ the cares of state were done. 
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Enter his royal gallery^ drinking pleasure 
Slowly from «Ach great pietnre, qpi^ bj ^e. 

VI. 

Towards the Weet I tarn my weary spirit. 
And watch my pictures : one eadi night is mine* 
Earth and my soul, sick of day'9 toil,' inherit 
A portion of that Imninoos peace divine. 

m. 
There I have seen a sunset's crimson glory, 
Bum as if earth were one great Altar's blaze ; 
Or, like the closing of a piteood story, 
Light up the misty world with dying rays. 



There I have seen the clouds, in pomp and splendor. 
Their gold and parple banners all unfurl ; 
There I hare watched colors, more faint and tender 
Than pure and delicate tints upon u peail. 

IX. 

Skies strewn with roses fading, fading slowly. 
While one star trembling watched the daylight die ; 
Or deep in gloom a sanset, faiddmi wholly. 
Save through gold rents torn ina yiolet tkj. 



Or parted clouds, as if asimder riyen 
By some great angel, and beyond a space 
Of .&iF-off tr^quil light; tbd giuiies of Heaven 
Will lead a« grandly to an $alm a place. 
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XI. 

Or stem dark walls of cloudy mountain ranges 
Hid all the wonders that we knew must be ; 
While, far on high, some little white clouds' changes 
Bevealed the glory they alone could see. 

XII. 

Or in wild wrath t&e afiVighted clouds lay shattered, 
Like treasures of the lost Hesperideas, 
All in a wealth of ruined splendor scattered, 
Save one strange light on distant silver seas. 

xiir. 

What land or time can claim the Master Painter, 
Whose art could teach him half such gorgeous dyes ? 
Or skill BO rare, but purer hues and £unter 
Melt every evening in my western dues. 

XIV. 

So there I wait^ untH the shade has lengthened. 
And night's Une misty curtain floated dowb ; 
Then, with my heifft calmed, and my spirit 

strengthened, 
I crawl once more back to the sultry town. 

XV. 

What Monaichy then, has nobler recreations 
Than mine ? Or where the great and classic Land 
Whose wealth of Art delights the gathered uUions 
That owns a fietiuf Gallery half as grand? 
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SENT TO HEAVEN. 

HAD a message to send her, 

To her whom my soul loved b«8t; 

But I had mj task to finish, 
And she was gone home to rest. 

To rest in the &r bright Heaven : 

O, so far away from here, 
It wat vain to speak, to my darlings 

Eor I knew she could not hiear I 

I had a message to send her, 
So tender, and true, and sweet, 

I longed for an Angel to bear it, 
And lay it down at her feet 

I placed it, one summer eyemng. 

On a Cloudlet's fleecy breast ; 
But it &ded in golden splendor. 

And died in the crimson west 

I gave it the Lark, next morning. 
And I watched it soar and soar ; 

But its pinions grew faint and weary. 
And it fluttered to earth once more. 

To the heart of a Rose I told it; 

And the perfume, sweet and rave-, 
Growing faint on the blue bright ether. 

Was lost in the balmy air. • 
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I laid it upon a Censer, 

And I saw the incense rise ; 
But its clouds of rolling silver 

Could not reach the fta blue skies. 

I cried, in my passionate longing : -^ 
** Has the earth no Angel-friend 

Who will carry my Love the message 
That my heart desires to send 1 " 

Then I heard a strain of music. 

So mighty, so pure, so clear, 
That my very sorrow was silent. 

And my heart stood still to hear. 

And I felt, in my soul's deep yearning. 
At last the sure answer stir : — 

"The music will go up to Heaven, 
And carry my thought to her. " 

It rose in harmonious rushing 

Of mingled voices and strings. 
And I tenderly laid my message 

On the Music's outspread wings. 

I heard it float farther and farther, 
In sound more perfect than speech ; 

Farther than sight can follow. 
Farther than soul can reach. 

And I know that at last my message 
Has passed through the golden gate : 

So my heart is no longer restless. 
And I am content to wait. 
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JSEVER AGAIN. 

BYER again 1^' vowhterts ^fhan iennited, 
** Nevw again shall Love be cast aside ; 
Forever now the shadow has departed ; 
Nor bitter solnow, toiled in acomfiil 
pride, 
Shall feign indiflbrence, or afieict disdain,--^ 
Nerer, O Loye, again, never again J " 

" Never again ! " so sobs, in broken accents, 
A sonl laid prostrate at a holy shrine,— 

<' Onoe more, once more forgive, O Lord, and pardon, 
My wayward life shall bend to love divine ; 

And never more shall sin its whiteness (ktain,— 

Never, O God, again, never again I " 

« Never again I " sO speaketh one forsaken. 
In the blank desolate passion of despair, — 

'* Never ag^ shall the bright dream I cherished 
Delude my heart, for bitter truth is there, — 

The angel, Hope, shall still thy cmel pain 

Never again, my heart, nevier again I " 

« Never again 1 " so speaks the sndden silence. 
When round the hearth gathers each well-known 
face, 

But one is missing, and no fhtnre presence, 
However dear, can fill that vacant place ; 

Forever shall that boming thought remaiiv~- 

« Never, beloved^ again I never agKiii 1 ** 
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'* if ever again ! " so —but beyond our hearing^— 
Ring out far voices &ding.up the sky ; 

Never again shall earthly care and sorrow 

Weigh. down the wings that bear those souls on 
high; 

'< Listen, O earth, and hear that glorious strain^ «• 

Kever, never again ! never again ! " 



LISTENING ANGELS. 

LITE against the bluer heavens - 

Stood the moimtain, calm and sdll. 
Two white Angels, bending earthward, 
B Leant upon the hill. 

Listening leant those silent Angels, 

And I also longed to hear 
What sweet stndn of earthly music 

Thus could charm thehr ear. 

I heard the sound of many trumpets 
lA a warlike march draw nigh ; 

Solemnly a mighty army 
Passed in order by. 

But the clang had ceased ; the echoes 

Soon had fiided from the hill ; 
While the angels, calm and earnest. 

Leant and listened still. 

Then I heard a fainter clamor, 

Foige and wheel were clashing near, 
16 
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And the Reapers in die meadoW 
Singing load and dear. 

When the svnset came in glmy. 
And the toil of day was o'er. 

Still the Angels leant in silenoa. 
Listening as before. 

Then, as daylight slowly ranished. 
And the evening mists grew diin^ 

Solemnly from distant voicet 
Rose a vesper hymn. 

When the chant was done, and fingedng 

Died upon the eTening^ air. 
From the hill the radiant Angela 

Still were listening there. 

Sil^t came the gathering daifaiess^ 
Bringing with it sleep and rest ; 

Save a little bird was singing 
Near her leafy nest 

Tkrongh the sounds of w«r and labor 
She had warbled all day long. 

While the Angels leuxt and liatCHDed 
Only to her song. 

But the stany night was coming ; 

When she ceased her little lay 
From the mountain top the Angelji 

Slowly passed away. 
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GOLDEN DATS. 

OLDEN days — where ore they I 
Pilgrims east and west 
Cry ; if we could find them 
We would pause and lesti 
We would pause and lest a little 

Erom our long and weary ways : — 
Where are they, then, where are they— 
Golden days ? 

Golden days — where are they 1 

Ask of childhood's years. 
Still untouched by- sorrow, 

Still undimmed by tears : 
Ah, they seek a phantom Future, 

Crowned with brighter, starry rays ; — 
Where are they, then, where are they— 
Golden days ? 

Golden days — where are they 1 

Has Love learnt the spell 
That will charm them hither. 

Near our hearth to dwell ? 
Insecure are all her treasures. 

Restless is her anxious gaze : — 
Where are they, then, where are they — 
Golden days ? 

Golden days — where are ihey 1 

Farther up the hill 
I can hear the echo 

Faintly calling stiH : 
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Faintly caUing, faintly dying. 
In a far^fF misty hwe : — 
Where are they, then, where are they — 
GroldfiU days ? 
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fpJGERING fade the rays of daylight, 
and the listening air is chilly ; 
Voice of bird and forest marmur, in- 
sect hum and quivering spray, 
Stir not in that quiet hour; through the valley, 
calm and stilly. 
All in hushed and loving silence watch the slow 
departing day. 

Till the last faint western cloudlet, faint and rosy, 
ceases blushing, 
And the blue grows deep and deeper where one 
trembling planet shines, 
And the day has gone forever — then, like some 
great ocean rushing. 
The sad night wind wails lamenting, sobbing 
through the moaning pines. 

Such, of all day's changing hoars, is the fittest and 
the meetest 
For a farewell hour — and parting looks less 
bitter and more blest ; 
Earih seems like a shrine for sorrow. Nature's 
mother voice is sweetest. 
And her hand seems laid in chiding on the un- 
quiet throbbing breast. 
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Wor^ are lower, for the twilight seeios tet>iikiBg 
sad repining, 
And wild murmnr and rebellion, as all childish 
and in vain ; 
Breaking through dark future hoars clustering 
starry hopes seem shining, 
Then the calm and tender midnight folds her 
shadow round the pain. 

- So the^ paced the shady lime-walk in that twilight 

dim and holy, 
Still the last farewell deferring, she could hear 

or he should say ; 
Every word, weighed down by sorrow, fell more 

tenderly and slowly — 
This, which now beheld their parting, should 

have been their wedding-day. 

Should have been : her dreams of childhood, never 
straying, never faltering. 
Still had needed Philip's image to make future 
life complete ; 

- Philip's young hopes of ambition, ever changing, 

ever altering. 
Needed Mildred's gentle presence even to make 
successes sweet. 

This day should have seen their marriage; the 
calm crowning and assurance 
Of two hearts, fulfilling rather, and not changing, 
either life : 
Kow they must be rent asunder, and her heart 
must learn endurance, ' 
For he leaves their home, and enters on a world 
of work and strife. 
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Bat her gentle spirit long bad kantf, onquestioniiig; 
submitting, 
To leveie his yoathful longings, and to xuarvel 
at the £Eite 
That gave such a humble office, all unworthy and 
unfitting, 
To the genius of the village, who was bom for 
something great. 

When the leamM Traveller cams there who .h«d 
gained renown at college, 
Whose abstruse research had won him 9!vea 
European fame. 
Questioned Philip, j>raised his genius^ marvelled nt 
his self-taught knowledge. 
Could she murmur if he called him up to London 
and to fame ? 

Could she waver when he bade her take the burden 
of decision^ 
Since his troth to her was plighted, and hia life 
was now her own ? 
Could she doom him to inaction 1 could she> wbfn 
a new-bom vision 
Eose in glory for his future, check it for her sake 
alone? 

80 her little trembling fingerB, that had toiled -wx&i 
such fond pleasure. 
Paused, and laid aside, and folded the unfiniihed 
wedding gown ; 
Faltering earnestly assurance, that she too eould, 
in her measure, 
PriiEe for him the present honor, and the fotfoe's 
sure renown. 



•JSToW they pace the shady lime-walk, niow the laat 
words must be spoken. 
Words of trust, for neither dreaded more than 
waiting and delay; 
Was not Iibye still called eternal — could a plighted 
vow be broken 1 •— 
See the crimson light of fionset fS^ea in purple 
mist away. 

«<Tefly my Mildiad," Philip told her, "one opOdi 
thought of joy and blessing, 
ilike a guardiiui spirit by me, through the 
world's tumultuous stur, 
Still will spread its wings above me, and no^ 
urging, now repressing, 
With my Mildred's voice MdU murmur thoughts 
of home, and love, and her. 

f*J% will charm my peaeeM leisure, sanctify my 
daily toiling, 
Wifth a right none else possesses, touching my 
heart's inmost string ; 
jAad to keep itt pttte wings spotless I shall fly the 
world's touch, soiling . 
Even in tlM>ught this ^gel Guardian of my 
Mildred's Wedding Ring. 

«< Take it^ dear ; this little dzdet is the first link^ 
strong and holy. 
Of a life-loi^ chain, and holds me fix>m all other 
love apart ; 
TiU the day when you may wear it as my wifb -^ 
my own — mine wholly — 
Xot me know it rests forever near the beating of 
your heart." 
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IHwn of day saw Philip speeding on his road to 
the Great City, 
Thinking how the stars gazed downward jost 
with Mildred's patient eyes ; 
Dreams of work, and fame, and honor strnggiii^ 
with a tender pity, 
Till the loving Past receding saw the oonqnenng 
Future rise. 

Daybreak still fonnd Mildred watching, wilii the 
wonder of first sorrow. 
How the oujward world unaltered shone the stfme 
this very day ; 
How nnpitying and relentless busy life met iSm 
new morrow, 
Earth, and sky, and man unheeding that her joy 
had passed away. 

Then the round of weary duties, cold and formal^ 
came to meet her, 
With the life within departed that had given them 
each a soul ; 
And her sick heart even sli^ted gentle words :tibtf 
came to greet her ; 
Por Grief spread its shadowy pinions, like a 
blight, upon the whole. 

Jar one chord, the harp is silent ; move one.stone^ 

the arch is shattered ; 
One small clarion-cry of sorrow bids an armM 

host awake ; 
-One dark cloud can hide the sunlight ; loose one 

string, the pearls are scattered ; 
. Think one thought, a soul may perish ; sey gne 

word, a heart may break I ... 
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Life went on, the two lives numiiig dde hj tide ; 
the outward seeming, 
And the truer and diyiner hidden in the heart 
and brain ; 
Dreams grow holy, pnt in action ; work grows Cur 
through starry dreaming ; 
. But where each flows on unmingting, both are 
fruitless and in vain. 

Bnch was Mildred's life ; her dreaming lay in some 
far-distant region. 
All the fiiirer, all the blighter, that its glories 
were but guessed; 
jknd the daily round of duties seemed an unreal, 
airy legion, — 
Kothing true save Philip's letters and the ring 
upon her breast 

Xetters telling how he struggled, for some plan or 
vision aiming, 
And at last how he just grasped it as a fresh one 
spread its wings ; 
/How the honor or the learning, once the dimax, 
now were claiming, 
Only more and more, becoming merely steps to 
higher things. 

/Belling her of foreign countries : little store had she 

of learning, 
80 her earnest, simple spirit answered as he 

touched the string ; 
Day by day, to these bright fendes all her silent 

thoughts were turning, 
. -JBeeSng every radiant picture framed withhi her 

golden ring. 



«50 FBUJP AND MILDRED. 

Opoorliettt! lore, if diOii wiliest; bul, thine o\Ai 
soul still possesaingy 
Live thy life : not a zefleotion or a shadow of his 
own ; 
L^aa as fondlf, as completely, as thon wUkst,--- 
but confessing 
That thj strength is God's, and theiefore oafti, if 
need be, stand alone. 

little means were there aronnd her to makefitftbtt, 
wider ranges. 
Where her loYing gentle spirit oonld ttj any 
stronger flight ; 
And the turned aside, half fearing that fresh thovghti 
were fickle changes, — 
Thitt die mttft sti^y as he left her on that fimlRrell 
sommer night. 

Love should still be guide and leader^ like a henJd 
should have risen, 
Lighting up the long dark vistes, conquefeing all 
opposing fates ; 
Bnt new claims, new thoughts, new duties fennd 
her heart a silent prison. 
And found Lore, with folded pinions, like a 
jailer by the gates. 

Yet why blame her ? it had needed greater stvengfli 
than she was given 
To haye gone against the eurrent that so calmly 
flowed along ; 
Nothing fi^esh came near the Tillage saye the tm 
and dew of heaven. 
And her nature was too paasive, and to k>T« 
perhaps too strong. 
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^he great world of thought, that rashes down the 
years, and onward sweeping 
Bears upon its mighty billows in its piog^ress 
each and all, 
lElowed BO far away, Its mnrmor did not rouse theai 
from their sleeping ; 
Life and I'ime and Trulli weie speaking, but 
they did not hear tiieir eall. 

Tears flowed on ; and every moming heard her 
prayer grow lower, deeper, 
Ai ehe called all blessings on him, and hade 
every ill depart. 
And each night wh^i the cold moonlight tfhone 
upon that quiet sleeper. 
It would show her ring that glittered with each 
throbbing of her heart. 

Tears passed on. Fame came for Philip in a full, 
overflowing measure ; 
Hie wtts spoken of and honored through the 
breadth of many lands. 
And he wrote it all to Mildred, as if praise wese 
only pleasure, 
As if fame were only honor, when he laid them 
in her hands. 

Mildred heard it without wonder, as a sure result 

expected, 
For how could it fail, since merit and renown go 

side by side : 
And the neighbors who first fancied genius ought 

to be suspected, 
' Might at last give up their caution, and coiild own 

him now with pride. 
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Teaif flowed oil These empty honon led to 
others they called better, 
Be had saved some slender fortune, and might 
claim his bride at last : 
Mildred, grown so used to waiting, felt half startled 
by the letter ^ 

That now made her future certain, and woold 
consecrate her past. 

JlHd he came : grown sterner, older ^-chttnged in- 
deed: a graye reliance 
Had replaced his eager manner, and the qaick, 
short speech of old : 
He had gone forth with a spirit half of hope and 
haM defiance ; 
He returned with proud assurance half disdainful 
and half cold. 

Yet his old self seemed returning wliile he stood 
sometimes, and listened 
To her calm, soft voice, relatmg all the thoughts 
of these long years ; 
And if Mildred's heart was heavy, and at times her 
blue eyes glistened. 
Still in thought she would not whisper aught of 
sorrow or of fears. 

Autnmn with its golden corn-fields, autumn widi 
its storms and showers, 
Had been there to greet his coming widi its 
forests gold and brown ; 
And the last leaves still were falling, fiiding still the 
year's last flowers. 
When he left the quiet village, and took back his 
bride to towiH 
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Home, ^> the home that she had pictured many a . 
time in twilight, dwelling 
On that tender, gentle fancy, folded round with 
loving care ; 
Here was home, — the end, the haven; and what 
, spirit voice seemed telling, 

That she only held the casket, with the gem n6 
longer there 1 

Sad it may be to be longing, with a patience faint 
and weary, 
For a hope deferred, — and sadder still to see It 
fade and fall ; 
Yet to grasp the thing we long for, and, with sor- . 
row sick and dreary. 
Then to find how it can fail us, is the saddest 
pain of aU. 

ynmX was wanting? He was gentle, kind, and 
generous still, deferring 
(Eo her wishes always ; nothing seemed to mar 
their tranquil life : 
There are skies so calm and leaden that we 1 
for storm-winds stirring, 
There is peace so cold and bitter, that we almost 
welcome strife. 

Darker grew the clouds above her, and the slow 
conviction clearer. 
That he gave her home and pity, but tiiat heart 
and soul and mind 
Were beyond her now ; he loved her, and in youth 
he had been near her, 
:Bat he now had gone far onward, and had left 
her there behind. 
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Y«, beyond her: yes, quick-liearted, ber Late 
helped her in revealing 
It was worthless, while so mighty; was too 
weak, although so strong ; 
There were eonrts she ooald not enter, depths she 
could not sound ; yet feeling 
It was vain to strive or struggle, vainer still to 
mourn or long. 

He would give her words of kindness, he would 
talk of home, but seeming 
With an absent look, fbigetdng t£ he held or 
dropped her hand ; 
And then turn with eager pteanre to his wxitnig*, 
reading, dreaming, 
Or to speak of things with others that shtt oonld 
not understand. 

He had paid, and paid most nobly, all he owed^ 
no need of blaming ; 
It had cost him something, xaaif be, that no 
future could restore : 
In her heait of hearts she knew it; Lore and 
Sorrow, not complaining, 
Only sufibred all the deeper, only loved him all 
the more. 

Sometimes then a str o nge r anguish, and more 
cruel, weighed upon her. 
That, through all those years of waiting, he had 
slowly learnt the truth ; 
He had known himself mistaken, but that, boond 
to her in honor. 
He renounced his life, to pay her for the patieooe 
of her youth. 
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a star wia slowly viaiiig from that rnut of 
grief, and brighter 
Grew her ejea, for each slow hoar stirer comfort 
seemed to bring ; 
iknd die watched with strange sad smiling how her 
trembling hands grew slighter, 
And how thin her slender finger, and how huge 
her wedding-ring. 

And the tears dropped slowly on it, as she kissed 
tiiat golden token 
With a deeper love, it may be, than was in the 
fiEur-ofF past ; 
And remembering Philip's ,&acy, that so long ago 
was spoken, 
Thought her ring's bright angel goardian had 
stayed near her to the last. 

GfieTing sorely, grieving truly, wjth a. tender caw. 
and sorrow, 
Philip watched the slow, sore fiiding of his 
gentle, patient wife ; 
Coold he guess with what a yearning she was long- 
ing for die morrow. 
Could he guess the bitter knowledge that had 
wearied her of life ? 

Now with yiolets strewn upon lier,.MUdred lies in 
peaceful sleeping ; 
All unbound her long, bright tresses, and her 
throbbing heart at rest, 
And the cold, blue rays of moonlight, through the 
open casement creeping. 
Show the ring upon her finger, and her hands 
crossed on her breast. 
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Beace at last Of peace eternal is her calm, sweet 'I 
smile a token. 
Has some angel lingering near her let a radiant 
promise fall ? 
Has he told her Heaven unites again the links that 
Earth has broken ? 
For on Earth so much is needed, but in HeaTen 
Love is all 1 



BORROWED THOUGHTS. 



L FROM « LAVATER.»» 

RtrST him little who doth raise 

To one height both great and smaU^ 
And sets the sacred crown of praise. 
Smiling, on the head of alL 

Trust him less who looks around 
To censure all with scornful eje^ 

And in everything has found 
Something that he dare despise. 

But for one who stands apart. 
Stirred by naught that can befiiUj 

With a cold, indiflerent heart, — 
Trust him least and last of alL 
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n. FROM " PHAKTASTES." 

HAVE a bitter Thought, a Snake 

That used to sting my life to pain. 
I strove to cast it far away. 
Bat every night and every day 
It crawled back to my heart again ! 

It was in vain to live or strive, 

To think or sleep, to work or pray; 
At last I bade this thing accursed 
Gnaw at my heart, and do its worst, 
And so I let it have its way. 

Thus said I, '<! shall never fall 
Into a false and dreaming peace. 

And then awake, with sadden start, 

To feel it biting at my heart. 

For now the plan can never cease." 

But I gained more ; for I have found 
That such a snake's envenomed charm 

Must always, always find a part, 

I>eep in the centre of my heart. 

Which it can never wound or harm. 

It is coiled round my heart to-day. 

It sleeps at times, this cruel snake. 
And while it sleeps it never stings :— 
Hush ! let us talk of other things. 

Lest it should hear me and awake. 
17 
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m. FROM "LOST ALICE.'* 

ES, dear, our Love is slain ; 
In the cold grave for evermore it lies. 

Never to wake again, 
Or light our sorrow with its starry eyes : 
And so — regret is vain. 

One hour of pain and dread, 
We killed our Love, we took its life away 

With the false words we said ; 
And so we watch it, since that cruel day. 

Silent, and cold, and dead. 

We should have seen it shine 
Long years heside us. Time and Death might try 

To touch that life divine. 
Whose strength could every other stroke defy 

Save only thine and mioA. 

No longing can restore 
Our dead again. Vain are the tears we weep. 

And vainly we deplore 
Our buried Love : its grave lies dark and deep 

Between ns evermore. 
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IV. FROM « « « 

ITHIN the kingdom of my Soul 
I bid you enter, liove, to-day ; 
Sabmit my life to your control, 
And give my Heart up to your sway. 

My Past, whose light and life is flown. 
Shall live through memory for you stiU ; 
Take all my Present for your own. 
And mould my Future to your will. 

One only thought remains apart. 
And will forever so remain ; 
There is one Chamber in my heart 
Where even you might knock in vain. 

A haunted Chamber : — long ago 
I closed it, and I cast the key 
Where deep and bitter waters flow. 
Into a vast and silent sea. 

Dear, it is haunted. All the rest 
Is yours ; but I have shut that door 
Forever now. 'T is even best 
That I should enter it no more. 

Ko more. It is not well to stay 
With ghosts ; their very look would scare 
Your joyous, loving smile away ; — 
80 never try to enter there. 




s6o LIGHT AND SHADE. 

Check, if you love me, all regret 
That diifl one thought remains apart : — 
Now let us smile, dear, and forget 
The haunted Chamber in my Heart. 



LIGHT AND SHADE. 

HOU hast dome well to Jmoel and 
Bay, 
" Since He who gave can take away. 
And bid me suffisr, I obey.'' 

And also well to tell thy heart, 
That good lies in the bitterest part. 
And thou wilt profit by her smart. 

But bitter hours come to all : 

When even truths like these wiU pall. 

Sick hearts for humbler comfort call. 

Then I would have thee strive to Bee 
That good and evil come to thee, 
As one of a great £unily. 

And as material life is planned. 

That even the loneliest one must stand 

Dependent on his brother's hand ; 

80 links more subtle and more fine 
Bind every other soul to thine 
In one great brotherhood ^vine. 
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Nor with thy share of work be vexed ; 
Though incomplete, ai%d even perplext. 
It fits exactly to the next 

What seems so dark to thy dim sight 
May be a shadow, seen aright. 
Making .some brightness doubl/ brighi. 

The flash lliat struck thy tree- n*^ jf^^TQ 
To sheker thee-^ lets Heaven's blue it x>r 
Shine where it never shone before. 

Thy life thaib hits been dropped asid^ 
Into Time's stream, may stu: the tidft 
In rippled circles spreacUng wide. 

The cry wtting fty>m thy spirit's pain 
May echo on some far-off plain, 
And guide a wanderer home again. 

Fail — yet rejoice ; because nd less 
The failure that makes thy distress 
May teach another full success. 

It may be that in some great need 
Thy life'^ poor fragments are decreed 
To help build up a lofty deed. 

Thy heart should throb in. vast content^ 
Thus knowing that it was but meant 
As chord in one great instrument ; 

That even the discord in thy soid 
May make completer music roll 
From out the great harmonious wholo. 
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It may be, that when all is light. 
Deep set within that deep delight 
Will be to know why all was right ; 

To hear life's perfect music rise. 
And, while it floods the happj skies^ 
Thy feeble voice to recognize. 

Then strive more gladly to folfil 
Thy little part. This darkness still 
Is light to every loving will. 

And trust, as if already plain, 
How just thy share of loss and pain 
Is for another fuller gain. 

I dare not limit time or place 
Touched by thy life : nor dare I traco 
Its for vibrations into space. 

One only knows. Yet if the fret 
Of thy weak heart, in weak r^ret 
Needs a more tender comfort yet : 

Then thou mayst take thy loneliest fean^ 
The bitterest drops of all thy tears. 
The dreariest hours of all thy years ; 

And through thy anguish there outspread. 
May ask that God's great love would shed 
Blessings on one belovM head. 

And thus thy soul shall learn to draw 
Sweetness from out that loving law 
That sees no failure and no flaw. 



A CHANGELING, 

"Where all is good. And life is good, 
Were the one lesson nnderstood 
Of its most sacred brotherhood. 
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A CHANGELING. 




LITTLE changeling spirit 
Crept to my arms one day : 

I had no heart or coorage 
To drive the child away. 



So all day long I soothed her, 
And hushed her on my breast ; 

And all night long her wailing 
Would never let me rest. 

I dug a grave to hold her, 
A grave both dark and deep ; 

I covered her with violets, 
And laid her there to sleep. 

I used to go and watch there. 
Both night and morning too : -^ 

It was my tears, I fancy, 
That kept the violets blue. 

I took her up : and once more 

I felt the clinging hold, 
And heard the ceaseless wailing 

That wearied me of old. 
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I wandered, and I wandered, 
With my burden on my breast.. 

Till I saw a church-door op^:!^ 
And entered in to rest 

In the dim, dying daylight. 
Set in a flowery sKrine, 

I saw the Virgin Mother 
Holdmg her Child divine. 

I knelt down then in silence. 

And on the altar-stone 
I laid my wailing burden, 

And came away — alone. 

And ne^ that little spirit. 
That sobbed so all day kmgv 

Is grown a shining angel, 

With wings both wide and itrong. 

She watches me fiom BeaTea 
With loying, tender care. 

And one day she has promised 
That I shall find her there. 



DISCOURAGED. 




HERE the little babbling streamlet 
First springs forth to light. 
Trickling through soft velvet mosses. 
Almost hid £K>m sight ; 

Vowed I with delight,— 
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" Biver, I will follow thee, 

Throagh thy wanderings to the Sea I *' 

Gleaming 'mid the purple heather, 

Downward then it sped, 
Glancing throagh the mountain goigeflj 

Like a silver thread. 

As it quicker fled. 
Louder music in its flow. 
Dashing to the vale below. 

Then its voice grew lower, gentler. 

And its pace less fleet. 
Just as though it loved to linger 

Bound the rushes' feet. 

As they stooped to meet 
Their clear images below. 
Broken by the ripples' flow, . 

Purple Willow-herb bent over 

To her shadow Mv ; 
Meadow-sweet, in feathery clasterB* 

Perfumed all the air ; 

Silver-weed was there. 
And in one calm, grassy spot. 
Starry, blue Forget-me-not. 

Tangled weeds, below the waters. 

Still seemed drawn away ; 
Yet the current, floating onward, 

TVas less strong than they ; — 

Sunbeams watched their play. 
With a flickering light and shade. 
Through the screen the Alders made. 
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broader grew the flowing River 

To ite grassy brink ; 
6I0WI7, in the slanting san-ntys. 

Cattle trooped to drink ; 

The blue sky, I think. 
Was no bluer than that stream, 
Slipping onward, like a dream. 

Quicker, deeper then it hurried. 
Rushing fierce and free ; 

but I said, "It should grow calmer 
Ere it meets the Sea, 
The wide purple Sea, 

Which I weary for in vain, 

Wasting all my toil and pain." 

But it rushed still quicker, fiercer. 

In its rocky bed, 
Hard and stony was the pathway 

To my tired tread ; 

" I despair," I said, 
*' Of that wide and glorious Sea 
That was promised unto me." 

80 I turned aside, and wandered 
Through green meadows near, 

Far away, among the daisies. 
Far away, for fear 
Lest I still should hear 

The loud murmur of its song. 

As the River fiowed along. 

Now I hear it not : — I loiter 
Gayly as before ; 
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Yet I sometimes think, — and thinking 

Makes my heart so sore, — 

Just a few steps more, 
And there might have shone for me, 
Blue and infinite, the Sea. 



IF THOU COULDST KNOW* 

THINE if thou couldst know, 

O soul that will complain, 
What lies concealed below 
Our burden and our pain ; 
How just our anguish brings 
Nearer those longed-for things 
We seek for now in vain, — 
I think thou wouldst rejoice, and not complain. 

I think if thou couldst see. 
With thy dim mortal sight, 
. How meanings, dark to thee. 
Are shadows hiding light ; 
Truth's efforts crossed and vexed. 
Life's purpose all perplexed, — 
If thou couldst see them right, 
I think that they would seem all clear, and wise, 
and bright. 

And yet thou canst not know. 
And yet thou canst not see ; 

Wisdom and sight am slow 
In poor humanity. 




%6S THE WARRIOR TO HIS DEAD BRIDK 

If thou cooldst treaty poor son]. 
In Him who rules the whole. 
Thou wouldBt find peace fonA rest : 
Wisdom and sight are well» bat Trust is best. 
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in the fight m j arm was strong 
And forced mj foes to yield, -— 
If conquering and unhurt I camo 
Back from the battle-field, — 
It is because thj prayers have been 
My safeguard and my shield. 

My comrades smile to see my arm 

Spare or protect a foe, 
They think thy gentle pleading Toico 

Was silenced long ago ; 
But pity and compassion, lore. 

Were taught me first by woe. 

Thy heart, my own, still beats In Heayen 

With the same lore divine 
That made thee stoop to such a soul. 

So hard, so stem as mine, — 
My eyes have learnt to weep, beloved, 

Since hist they looked on thine. 

I hear thee munpur words of peace 
Through the dim midnight air^ 



A LETTER. afij 

And a calm falls from the angel «tan 
And soothes my great despair, — 

The heavens themselves look Inrighter, love, 
Since thy sweet sonl is there. 

And if my heart is once more calm. 

My 8tei5 is once more free. 
It is because each hour I feel 

Thou prayest still for me ; 
Because no fate or change can come 

Between my soul and thee. 

It is because my heart is stilled, 

Not broken by despair. 
Because I see the grave is bright. 

And death itself is ikir : — 
I &-ead no more the wradr of B^aTeo,— 

I have an angel there I 



A LETTER. 



iPi 



EAR, I tried to write you such a letter 
As would tell you all my heart to-day. 
Written Love is poor; one word were 

] better; 

Easier, too^ a thousand times, to say. 

I can tell you all : fears, doubts unheeding. 
While I can be near you, hold your hand. 
Looking right into your eyes, a|^d reading 
Reassurance that you undentand. 



ayo A LETTER. 

Yet I wrote it through, then lingered, thinking 
Of its reaching you, — what hour, what day ; 
Till I felt my heart and courage sinking 
With a strange, new, wondering dismay. 

" Will ray letter fall," I wondered sadly, 
** On her mood like some discordant tone. 
Or be welcomed tenderly and gladly ? 
Will she be with others, or alone? 

« It may find her too absorbed to read it. 
Save with hurried glance and careless air : 
Sad and weary, she may scarcely heed it ; 
Gay and happy, she may hardly care. 

'* Shall I — dare I — risk the chances ? " slowly 
Something — was it shyness, love, or pride? — 
Chilled my heart, and checked my courage wholly; 
So I laid it wistfully aside. 

Then I leant against the casement, turning 
Tearful eyes towards the far-off west. 
Where the golden evening light was burning, 
TiU my heart throbbed back again to rest. 

And I thought : " Love's soul is not in fetters. 
Neither space nor time keeps souls apart ; 
Since I cannot — dare not — send my letters. 
Through the silence I will send my heart 

'* If, perhaps now, while my tears are falling. 
She is dreaming quietly alone. 
She will hear my Love's far echo calling. 
Feel my spirit drawing near her own. 
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«' She wiU hear, while twilight shades enfold her. 
All the gathered Love she knows so well, — 
Deepest Love my words have ever told her, 
Deeper still — aU I could never tell. 

** Wondering at the strange, mysterious power 
That has touched her heart, then she wlU say : 
* Some one whom I love, this very hour, 
Thinks of me, and loves me, far away.' 

** If, as well may he, to-night has found her 
Full of other thoughts, with others by, 
Through the words and claims that gather round hei 
She will hear just one half-smothered sigh ; 

" Or will marvel why, without her seeking, / 

Suddenly the thought of me recurs ; / 

Or, while listening to another speaking, 
Fancy that my hand is holding hers." 

\ 
So I dreamed, and watched the stars' fiir splendoff 
Glimmering on the azure darkness, start, — 
While the star of trust rose bright and tender^ 
Through the twilight shadows of my heart. 



A COMFORTER. 



ILL she come to me, little Effie, 

Will she come in my arms to rest, 
And nestle her head on my shoulder. 
While the sun goes down in the west f 



\ 
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II. 
"I and Effie will sit together, 

All alone, in this great arm-<:hair : 
Is it sillj to mind it, darling. 
When Life is so hard to bear ? 



** No one comforts me like my Effie, 
Just I think that she does not tiy, — 

Only looks with a wistful wonder 
Why grown people should ever cry; 

IV. 

<' While her little soft arms close tighter 
Bound my neck in their dinging hold : 

Well, I must not cry on your hair, dear, 
For my tears might tandsh the gold. 

V. 

fflamtiredof trying to read, dear; 

It is worse to talk and «eem gay : 
There are some kinds of sorrow, Effie, 

It is useless to thrust away. 



" Ah, advice may be wise, my darling. 
But one always knows it before ; 

And the reasoning down one's sorrow 
Seems to make one suffer the more. 

VII. 

** But my Effie won't reason, will she 1 
Or endeavor to understand; 



A COMFORTER. 

Only holds np her mouth to kiss me, 
As she strokes mj face with her hand. 
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** If jon breal^ your plaything yourself, dear, 
Don't you cry for it all the same ? 

I don't think it is such a conxfort, 
One has only one's self to blame. 



" People say things cannot be helped, dear. 
But then that is the reason why ; 

fe*or if things could be helped or altered. 
One would never sit down to <Ty : 



•' They say, too, that tears are quite useless 
To undo, amend, or restore, — 

When I think how useless, my Effie, 
Then my tears only fall the more. 

XI. 

** All t6-day I struggled against it ; 

But that does not make sorrow cease ; 
And now, dear, it Ss such a comfort 

To be able to cry in peace. 



« Though wise people would eall that folly, 
And remonstrate with grave surprise; 

We won't mind what they say, my Effie ; ^- 
We never professed to be wise. 
i8 
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XIII. t 

" Bnt my comforter knows a lesson 
Wiser, truer than all the rest : — 

That to help and to heal a sorrow. 
Love and silence are always best 

XIV. 

" Well, who is my comforter — tell me t 
Effie smiles, but she will not speak : 

Or look up through the long curled laahet 
That are shading her rosy cheek. 



« Is she thinking of talking fishes, 

The blue-bird, or magical tree 1 
Perhaps I am thinking, my darling. 

Of something that never can be. 

XTI. 

" You long — don't you, dear ? — for the Genii, 
Who were slaves of lamps and of rings ; 

And I — I am sometimes afraid, dear, 
I want as impossible things. 

XVII, 

•* But hark I there is Nurse calling Effie 1 

It is bedtime, so run away ; 
And I must go back, or the others 

Will be wondering why I stay. 

XVIII. 

" So good-night to my darling Effie ; 

Keep happy, sweetheart, and grow wise : — 
There 's one kiss for her golden tresses. 

And two for her sleepy eyes." 



UNSEEN, 



UNSEEN. 
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are more' things in Heaven an4 
Earth than we 
Can dream of, or than Nature under- 
stands ; 

We learn not through our poor philosophy 
Wluit hidden chords are touched by unseen hands. 

The present hour repeats upon its strings 
Schoes of some vague dream we have forgot ; 
Dim voices whisper half-remembered things. 
And when we pause to listen — answer not. 

Forebodings come : we know not how, or whence. 
Shadowing a nameless fear upon the soul. 
And stir within our hearts a subtler sense 
Than light may road, or wisdom may control. 

And who can tell what secret links of thought 
Bind heart to heart ? Unspoken things are heard. 
As if within our deepest selves was brought 
The soul, perhaps, of some unuttered word. 

But, though a veil of shadow hangs between 
That hidden life and what we see and hear. 
Let us revere the power of the Unseen, 
And know a world of mystery is near. 




zjS A REMEMBRANCE OF AUTUMN. 



A KEMEMBRANCE OF AUTUMN. 

[jOTHlNG stirs the sunny silence, — 
Save the drowsy humming of the beet 
Bouid the rich ripe peaches on tfaa 

wall. 

And the south wind sighing in the trees. 

And the dead leaves rustling as thej fidl :« 
While the swallows, one bj one, are gathering. 

All impatient to be on ^e wing. 
And to wander from us, seeking 

Their beloved Spring 1 

Cloudless rise the azure heavens I 

Only vaporous wreaths of snowy white 
Nestle in the gray hill's rugged side ; 
And the golden woods are bathed in light. 
Dying, if they must, with kingly pride : 
While the swallows, in the blue air wheelings 

Circle now an eager, fluttering band. 
Beady to depart and leave us 

For a brighter land I 

But a voice is sounding sadly. 
Telling of a glory that has been ; 

Of a day that faded all too fiist: — * 
See afar through the bhie air serene 

Where the swallows wing their way at last. 
And our hearts perchance as sadly wandering. 

Vainly seeking for a long-lost day. 
While we watch the far-off swallows. 
Flee with them away 1 
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THREE EVENINGS IN A LIFE. 



ES, it looked dark and dreary 
That long and narrow street : 
Only the sound of the rain, 
And the tramp of passing feet« 
The duller glow of the fire, 

And gathering mists of night 
To milk how slow, and weary 
The long day's cheerless flight I 



Watching l3ie sullen fii^. 

Hearing the dreary nutt. 
Drop after drop, run down 

On the darkening window-pano : 
Chill was the heart of Alice, 

Chill as that whiter day, — 
For the star of her life had riseH 

Only to fiide awa^. 

III. 
The voice that had been so strong 

To bid the snare depart, 
The true and earnest will, 

The calm and steadfast heart, 
Were now weighed down by sorrow, 

Were quivering now with pain ; 
The clear path now seemed clouded. 

And all her grief in vain. 
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IT. 

Bntj, Right, Tmth, who promised 

To help and save their own. 
Seemed spreading wide their pinions 

To leave her there alone. 
So, turning from the Present 

To well-known days of yore. 
She called on them to strengthen 

And guard her soul once more. 

V. 

She thought how in her girlhood 

Her life was given away, 
The solemn promise spoken 

She kept so well today ; 
How to her brother Herbert 

She had been help and guide. 
And how his artist nature 

On her calm strength relied. 



How through life's fret and turmoil 

The passion and fire of art 
In him was soothed and quickened 

By her true sister heart ; 
How future hopes had always 

Been for his sake alone ; 
And now — what strange new feeling 

Possessed her as its own 1 



Her home — each flower that breathed there. 
The wind's sigh, soft and low. 
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Each trembling spray of ivy, 

The river's mnrmuring flow. 
The shadow of the fordKt, 

Sunset, or twilight dim, — 
I>ear as they were, were dearer 

By leaving them for him. 



And each year as it fomid her 

In the doU, feverish town. 
Saw self still more forgotten. 

And selfish care kept down 
By the calm joy of evening t 

That brought him to her side. 
To warn him with wise counsel. 

Or praise with tender pride. 

IX. 

Her heart, her life, her fhtore. 

Her genius, only meant 
Another thing to give him. 

And be therewith content 
To-day, what words had stirred her,- 

Her soul could not forget ? 
What dream had filled her spirit 

With strange and wild regret ? 



To leave him for another, — 
Could it indeed be so ? 

Could it have cost such anguish 
To bid this vision go ? 
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Was this her faith ? Was Herbert 
The second in her heart ? 

Bid it need dU this Btmggle 
To bid a dream dqMurt ? 



And jet, within her spirit 

A far-off land was seen, 
A home, which might baTe held he^ 

A love, which might have beei^ 
And Life — not the mere being 

Of daily ebb and flow, 
But Life itself had claimed her. 

And she had let it go 1 



Within her heart there echoed 

Again the well*kAown tone 
That promised this teight fntiiitt. 

And asked her for her own : 
Then words of sorrow, brokea 

By half-reproachfnl pain ; 
And then a farewell, spok^ 

In words of cold disdain. 

XIII. 

Where now was the stem purpose 
That nerved her soul so long ? 

Whence came the words she att^rei!^ 
So hard, so cold, so strong ? 

What right had she to banish 
A hope that God had given 1 
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Why must she choose earth's portion. 
And turn aside fifom Heaven ? 



xir. 
To-day I Was it this morning 1 

If this long, fearfal strife 
Was but the work of hours, 

What would be years of life I 
Why did a cruel Heaven 

For such great suffering call ? 
And why — O still more cruel I -*• 

Must her own words do all f 

Did she repent % O Sorrow I 

Why do we linger still 
To take thy loving message. 

And do thy gentle will 1 
See, her tears fall more slowly, 

The passionate mnrmurB cease. 
And back upon her spirit 

Mow strength, and love, and peace 

xti. 

The fire bnfns more brightly, 

The rain has passed away, 
Herbert will see no shadow 

Upon his home to-day : 
Ohly that Alice greets him 

With doubly tender care> 
Kissing a fonder blessing 

Down on his golden hair. 
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n. 

I. 

j{HE Studio 18 deserted. 

Palette and brash laid by. 
The sketch rests on the easel. 
The paint is scarcely dry ; 
And Silence — who seems always 

Within her depths to bear 
The next sonnd that will utter — 
Now holds a dumb despair. 



So Alice feels it : listening 

With breathless, stony fear, 
Waiting the dreadful summons 

Each minute brings more near : 
When the young life, now ebbing. 

Shall fail, and pass away 
Into that mighty shadow . 

Who shrouds the house to-day. 



But why — when the sick-chamber 

Is on the upper floor — 
Why dares not Alice enter 

Within the close-shut door % . 
If he — her all — her Brother, # 

Lies dying in that gloom. 
What strange mysterious power 

Has sent her from the room ? 
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It is not one week's anguish 

That can have changed her so ; 
J07 has not died here lately, 

Struck down by one quick blow ; 
But cruel months hare needed 

Their long relentless chain, 
To teach that shrinking manner 

Of helpless, hopeless pain. 



The struggle was scarce over 

Last Christmas Eve had brought t 
The fibres still were quivering 

Of the one wounded thought, 
.. When Herbert — who, unconscious. 

Had guessed no inward strife — 
Bade her, in pride and pleasure, 

Welcome his fah: young wifcf. 



Bade her rejoice, and smiling, 

Although his eyes were dim, 
Thanked God he thus could pay her 

The care she gave to him. «• 

This fresh bright life would bring her 

A new and joyous fate — 
O Alice, check the murmur 

That cries, " Too late ! too late I " 

VII. 

Too late ! Could she have known it 
A few short weeks before. 
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That his life was completed, 
And needing hers no more. 

She might sad repining ! 

What " might have been " foi^get ; 

" It was not " should suffice us 
To stifle Tain regret. 



He needed her no longer, 

Each day it grew more pliun ; 
First with a startled wonder, 

Then with a wondering pain. 
Love : whjy his wife best gave it ; 

Comfort : durst Alice speak. 
Or counsel, when resentment 

Flushed on the young wife's chedc 

XX. 

No more long talks by firelight 

Of childish times long past. 
And dreams of future greatness 

Which he must reach at last ; 
Dreams, where her purer instinct 

With truth unerring told 
Where was the worthless gil^Bng^ 

And where refined gold. 



Slowly, but surely ever, 
Dora's poor jealous pride. 

Which she called love for Herbert, 
Drove Alice from his side ; 
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And, spite of nerroas efibrt 

To share their altered life. 
She felt a check to Herbert, 

A burden to his wife. 



This was the least ; for Alice 

Feared, dreaded, knew at length 
How i^uch his-nature owed her 

Of truth, and power, and strength ; 
And watched the daily failing 

Of all his nobler part : 
liOw aims, weak purpose, telling 

In lower, weaker art 

ill. 
And now, when he is dying, 

The last words she could hear 
Must not be hers, but given 

The bride of one short year. 
The last care is another's ; 

The last prayer must not be 
The one they learnt together 

Beside their mother's knee. 

XIII. 

Summoned* at last: she kisses 

The clay-cold stiffening hand ; 
And, reading pleading efforts 

To make her understand. 
Answers, with solemn promise. 

In clear but trembling tone. 
To Dora's life henceforward 

She will devote her own. 
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XIV. 

Now all is over. Alice 

Dares not remain to weep, 
But soothes the frightened Dora 

Into a sobbing sleep. 
The poor weak child will need her : , 

O, who can dare complain, 
When God sends a new Duty 

To comfort each new Pain I 



m. 



iiHE House is all deserted 
In the evening gloom. 
Only one figure passes 

Slowly from room to room ; 
And, pausing at each doorway. 

Seems gathering up again 
Within her heart the relics 
Of bygone joy and pain. 



There is an earnest longing 

In those who onward gaze. 
Looking ivith weary patience 

Towards the coming days. 
There is a deeper longing. 

More sad, more strong, more keen : 
Those know it -who look backward. 

And yearn for wliat has been. 




THREE EVENINGS IN A LIFE. ^87 

iii» 
At eyeiy hearth she panses, 

Toaches each well-known chair ; 
Gazes from erery window. 

Lingers on every stair. 
What have these mpnths hronght Alice 

Now one more year is past ? 
This Christmas Eve shall tell ns. 

The third one and the last. 



The wilful, wayward Dora, 

In those first weeks of grief. 
Could seek and find in Alice 

Strength, soothing, and relief. 
And Alice — last sad comfort . 

True woman-heart can take — 
Had something still to suffer 

And bear for Herbert's sake. 

V. 

Spring, with her western breezes, 

From Indian islands bore 
To Alice news that Leonard 

Would seek his home once more. 
What was it, — joy, or sorrow 1 

What were they, — hopes, or fears I 
That flushed her cheeks with crimson, 

And filled her eyes with tears 1 



He came. And who so kindly 
Could ask and hear her tell 
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Herbert's last houn ; for Leonard 
Had known and loved him wcU. 

Daily he came ; and Alice, 
Poor weary heart, at length. 

Weighed down by others' weaknesB, 
Could lean upon his strength. 



Tet not the voice of Leonard 

Could her true care beguile. 
That turned to watch, rejoicing, 

Dora's reviving smile. 
So, from that little household 

The worst gloom passed away. 
The one bright hour of evening 

Lit up the livelong day. 



Days passed. The golden summer 

In sudden heat bore down 
Its blue, bright, glowing sweetness 

Upon the scorching town. 
And sights and sounds of country 

Came in the warm soft tune 
Sung by the honeyed breezes 

Borne on the wings of June. 



One twilight hour, but earlier 
Than usual, Alice thought 

She knew the fresh sweet fragranoe 
Of flowers that Leonard brought ; 
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Through opened doors and windows 
It stole up through the gloom. 

And with appealing sweetness 
I>rew Alice from her room. 



Tes, he wais there ; and, pausing 

Just near the opened door, 
To check her heart's quick beating, 

She heard — and paused still more — 
His low voice — Dora's answers — 

His pleading — Yes, she knew 
The tone — the words — the accents ; 

She once had heard them too. 

XI. 

" Would Alice blame her 1 " Leonard's 

Low, tender answer came : 
« Alice was far too noble 

To think or dream of blame." 
** And was he sure he loved her ? " 

" Yes, with the one love given 
Once in a lifetime only, 

With one soul and one heaven I " 

XII. 

Then came a plaintive murmur, — 

" Dora had once been told 
That he and Alice — " " Dearest, 

Alice is far too cold 
To love; and I, my Dora, 

If once I fancied so. 
It was a brief delusion, 

And ovier— long ago." 
19 
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XIII. 

Between the Past and Present, 

On that bleak moment's height. 
She stood. As some lost traveller^ 

By a quick flash of light 
Seeing a gulf befor* him. 

With dizzy, sick despair. 
Reels backward, but to find it 

A deeper chasm there. 

XIV. 

The twilight grew still darker. 

The fragrant flowers more sweet. 
The stars shone out in heaven, 

The lamps gleamed down the street; 
And hours passed in dreaming 

Over their new-found fate. 
Ere they could think of wondering 

Why Alice was so late. 

XV. 

She came, and calmly listened; 

In vain they strove to trace 
If Herbert's memory shadowed 

In grief upon her face. 
No blame, no wonder showed there. 

No feeling could be told ; 
Her voice was' not less steady. 

Her manner not more cold. 

XVI. 

They could not hear the anguish 
That broke in words of pain 
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Through the calm summer midnight, — 
" My Herbert — mine again ! " 

Yes, thej have once been parted, 
Buc this day shall restore 

The long-lost one : she claims him : 
" My Herbert — mine once more 1 '* 



Now Christmas £ye retoming 

Saw Alice stand beside 
The altar, greeting Dora, 

Again a smiling bride ; 
And now the gloomy evening 

Sees Alice pale and worn, 
Leaving the house forever. 

To wander out forlorn. 



Forlorn — nay, not so. Anguish 

Shall do its work at length ; 
Her soul, passed through the fire. 

Shall gain still purer strength. 
Somewhere there waits for ^ce 

Adi earnest, noble part ; 
And meanwhile God is with her,— 

God| and her own troe heart ! 
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TBE WIND. 



THE WIND. 

3£[£r wind went forth o^er kmd and sea^ 
Loud and free; 
Foaming waves feapt np to meet it, 
StateW pines bowed down to gxeet it ; 
While the wailing sea 
And the forest's murmured sigh 
Joined thd cry 
Of the wind that sw^ o'er land and aeib^ 

The wind that blew upon the sea 
Fierce and free. 
Cast the bark upon the shore. 
Whence it sailed the night before 

Full of hope and glee ; 
And the cry of pain and death 
Was but a breath. 
Through the wind that roared upon ths sea. 

The wind was whispering on the lea ^ 
Tenderly ; 
But the white rose felt it pass» 
And the fragile stalks of grass 

Shook with fear to see 
All her trembling petals shed. 
As it fled 
So gently by, — the wind upon the lea. 

Blow, thou wind, upon the sea 
Fierce and free. 
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And a gentler mesaage send, 
Where frail flowers and grasses bend, 

On the emmj lea ; 
For thy bidding still is one, 
Be it done 
In tenderness or wrath, on land or sea I 



EXPECTATION. 

l|HE King's three daughters stood on the 
tenaoe, 
The hanging terrace, so broad and green, 
Which keeps the sea from the marble 
Palace: 

There was Princess May, and Princess Alice, 
And the youngest Princefls, Gwendoline. 

Sighed Princess }Saj, '' Will it last much longer, 
Time throbs so slow and my Heart so quick ; 
And O how kwg is the day in dying ! 
Weary am I of waitii^ and sighing, 
Tot Hope deferred makes the spirit sick." 

But Princess Crwendoline smiled and kissed her : -^ 

** Am I not sadder than yon, my Sister ? 

Expecting joy is a happy pain. 

The Future's fathomless mine of treasures. 

All countless hordes of possible pleasures. 

Might bring their store to my feet in vain." 

Sighed Princess Alloe as night grew nearer : — 
« So Boon^ so soon, is the daylight fled 1 
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And O how fast comes the dark to-morrow. 
Who hides, perhaps, in her veil of sorrow 
The terrible hour I wait and dread ! " 

But Princess Gwendoline kissed her, sighing, - 

•* It is only Life that can fear dying ; 

Possible loss means possible gain. 

Those who still dread are not quite fbrsakjcn ; 

But not to fear, because all is taken, 

Is the loneUest depth of human pain." 



AN IDEAL. 




HILE the gray mists of early dawn 
Were lingering round the hill. 
And the dew was still upon the flowen, 
And the earth lay calm and still, 
A winged Spirit came to mo, 
KoMe, and radiant, and free. 

Folding his blue and shining wings. 

He laid his hand on mine. 
I know not if I felt, or heard 

The mystic word divine, 
Which woke the trembling air to sighs. 
And shone from out his starry eyes. 

The word he spoke within my heart 

Stirred life unknown before. 
And cast a spell upon my soul 

To chain it evermore ; 
Making the cold, dull earth look bright, 
And skies flame out in sapphire light. 
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When noon ruled from the heavens, and man 

Through bpy day toiled on, 
Mj Spirit drooped his shining wings ; 

His radiant smile was gone ; 
His voice had ceased, his grace had flown. 
His hand grew cold within my own. 

Bitter, O bitter tears I wept, 

Yet still I held his hand. 
Hoping with vague unreasoning hope : 

I would not understand 
That this pale Spirit nevermore 
Ck)uld be what he had been before. 

Could it be so ? My heart stood stilL 

Yet he was by my side. 
I strove ; but my despair was vain ; 

Vain too was love and pride. 
Gould he have changed to me so soon ? 
My day was only at its noon. 

Now stars are rising one by one. 

Through the dim evening aur ; 
Near me a household Spirit waits. 

With tender loving care ; 
Ho speaks and smiles, but never sings. 
Long since he lost his shining wings. 

With thankful, true content, I know 

This is the better way ; 
Is not a faithful spirit mine — 

Mine still — at close of day ? . . . • 
Yet will my foolish heart repine 
For that bright morning dream of mine. 
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OUB DEAD. 

[|OTHING is our own: we hold om 
pleasurefl 
Just a little while, ere thej are fled : 
One by one life rohs n^ of our treasnres ; 
Nothing is our own except our Dead. 

Thej are ours, and hold in &ithfiil keeping. 
Safe forever, all thej took away. 
Cruel life can never stir that sleepiog. 
Cruel time can never seize that prey. 

Justice pales ; truth fades ; stars fail ftom heaTen ; 
Human are the great whom we revere : 
No true crown of honor can be given, 
Till we place it on a funeral bier. 

How the Children leave us : and no traoea 
Linger of that smiling angel band ; 
Gone, forever gone ; and in their placea 
Weary men and anxious women stand. 

Yet we have some little ones, still ours ; 
They have kept the baby smile we know, 
Which we kissed one day, and hid with flowers. 
On their dead white fiau:es, long ago. 

When our Joy is lost — and life will take it— 
Then no memory of the past remains ; 
Save with some strange, cruel sting, to make it 
Bitterness beyond all present pains. 
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Death, moie tender-hearted, le^res to aorrow 
Still the radiant shadow, fond regret : 
We shall find, in some far, bright to-morrow, 
Joy that he has taken, living yet. 

Is Love ours, and do we dream we know it, 
Bound with all our heart-strings, all our owa ? 
Any cold and cruel dawn may show it. 
Shattered, desecrated^ overthrown. 

Only the dead Hearts forsake as never; 
Death's last kiss has been the mystic sign 
Consecrating Love our own forever, 
Crowning it eternal and divine. 

So when Fato would fain besiege our city. 
Dim our gold, or make our flowers fall. 
Death, the Angel, comes in love and pity, 
And, to save our treasures, claims them all. 



A WOMAN'S ANSWER. 

WILL not let you say a Woman's part 

Must be to give exclusive love aLcme ; 

Dearest, although X lov^ you so^ my 

heart 

Answers a thousand claims besides yonr own. 

I love — what do I not love ? earth and air 
Find space within my heart, and myriad things 

Tou would not deign to heed are cherished there^ 
And vibrate on its very inmost strings. 
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I loTO the Summer with her ebb and flow 

Of light, and warmth, and music, that hare nnist 

Her tender buds to blossoms . . . and you know 
It was in summer that I saw you first. 

I love the Winter dearly too, .... but then 
I owe it so much ; on a winter's day. 

Bleak, cold, and stormy, you returned again, 
When you had been diose weaiy months away. 

I loye the Stars like friends ; so many nights 
I gazed at them, when you were far from me. 

Till I grew blind with tears .... those far-off lights 
Could watch you, whom I longed m vain to see. 

I love the Flowers ; happy hours lie 

Shut up within dieir petals close and fast : 

Ton have forgotten, dear ; but they and I 
Keep every fragment of the golden Past. 

I love, too, to be loved ; all loving praise 

Seems like a crown upon my Life, — to make 

It better worth the giving, and to raise 

Still nearer to your own the heart yon take. 

I love all good and noble souls ; — I heard 
One speak of you but lately, and for days. 

Only to think of it, my soul was stirred 
In tender memory of such generous praise. 

I love all those who love you ; all who owe 
Comfort to you : and I can find regret 

Even for those poorer hearts who once could know, 
And once could love you, and can now foi^t. 
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"Well, is my heart so narrow, — I, who spare 
Lore for all these ? Do I not even hold 

My favorite books in special tender care, 
And prize them as a miser does his gold 1 

The Poets that yon used to read to me 
While summer twilights faded in the sky ; 

Bat most of all I think Aurora Leigh, 

Because — because — do you remember why 1 

Will you be jealous ? Did you guess before 
I loved so many things ? — Still you the best : — 

I>earest, remember that I love you more, 
O more a thousand times, than all the rest ! 



THE STORY OF THE FAITHFUL SOUL. 

FOUin>£D ON AN OLD FRENCH LEGEND. 

HE fettered Spirits linger 

In purgatorial pain, 
With penal fires eflacing 

Their last faint earthly stain. 
Which Life's imperfect sorrow 
Had tried to cleanse in vain. 

Tet, on each feast of Mary " 

Their sorrow finds release, 
For the Great Archangel Michael 

Cknnes down and bids it cease ; 
And the name of these brief respites 

Is called " Our Lady's Peace." 
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Yet once — so luss the Legend— * 
When the Archangel camQ, 

And all these holy spirits 
Rejoiced at Mary's name, 

One voice alone was wailing. 
Still waiting on the fiaoae. 

And thongfa a great Te Deum 
The happy echoes wolce. 

This one discordant wailing 
Through the sweet roioes broke : 

So when St. Michael qn^tioned, 
Thus the poor i^irit ^poke:— 

« I am not cold or thankless, 
Although I still complain ; 

I prize Oar Lady's blessing, 
Although it comes in vain 

To still my bitter anguish. 
Or quench my ceaseless pain. 

** On earth a heart that loved me 
Still lives a^d mourns me there^ 

And the shadow of his anguish 
Is more than I can bear ; 

All the torment that I sufier 
Is the thought of his despair. 

«< The evening of my bridal 
Death took my Life away ; 

Not all Love's passionate pleadiog 
Could gain an hour's delay. 

And he I left has suffered 
A whole year since that day. 
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«« If I could only see him, — 

If I could only go 
And speak one word of comlbtt 

And solace, — then I know 
He would endure with patience, 

And strive against his woe." 

Thus the Archangel answered : — 

«< Your time of pain is brief. 
And soon the peace of Heaven 

Will give you ftdl relief; 
Tet if his earthly comfort 

So much outweighs your grief/ 

« Then through a special mercy 

I oflFer you this grace, — 
Tou may seek him who mourns ydt^ 

And look upon his face. 
And speak to him of comfort 

For one short minute's space. 

« But when that time is ended, 

Return here, and remain 
A thousand years in torment, 

A thousand years in pain : 
Thus dearly must you purchase 

The comfort he will gam.'' 



The Lime-trees' shade at evening 
Is spreading broad and wide ; 

Beneath their fragrant arches. 
Pace slowly, side by side. 

In low and tender converse, 
A Bridegroom and his Bride. 
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The night is cahn and stillj. 
No other soand is there 

Except their happy voices : — • 
What is that cold bleak air 

That passes through the Lime-trees^ 
And stirs the Bridegroom's hair ? 

While one low cry of angnisb, 
like the last dying wail 

Of some dumb, hunted creature. 
Is borne upon the gale : — 

Why does the Bridegroom shudder 
And turn so deathly pale ? 



Near Puigatory's entrance 

The radiant Angels wait ; 
It was the great St. Michael 

Who closed that gloomy gate. 
When the poor wandering spirit 

Came back to meet her &Jbd. 

" Pass on/' thus spoke the Angel : 
« Heaven's joy is deep and vast ; 

Pass on, pass on, poor Spirit, 
For Heaven is yours at last ; 

In that one minute's anguish 
Tour thousand years have passed.'' 



A CONTRAST. 



A CONTRAST. 



303 




AN you open that ebony Casket ? 
Look, this is the key : but stay. 
Those are only a few old letters 
That I keep, — to burn some day. 

Tes, that Locket is qnalnt and ancient ; 

Bat leave it, dear, with the ring. 
And give me the little Portrait 

Which hangs by a crimson string. 

I have never opened that Casket 

Since, many long years ago. 
It was sent me back in anger 

By one whom I used to know. 

Bat I want yon to see the Portrait : 

I wonder if you can trace 
A look of that smiling creatnro 

Left now in my £Eided face. 

It was like me once ; but remember 

The weary, relentless years. 
And Life, with its fierce brief tempests^ 

And its long, long rain of tears. 

Is it strange to call it my Portrait ? 

Nay, smile, dear, for well you may. 
To tUnk of that radiant Vision 

And of what I am to-day. 



|o4 A CONTHAST. 

With restless, yet confident longing. 
How those blae eyes seem to gaze 

Into deep and exhanstless treasores. 
All hid in the coming days. 

With that trust which leans on the Fntnre, 
And counts on her promised store. 

Until she has tangbt as to tremble . 
And hope, — but to tmst no more. 

Hdw that young, ligitt heart would have pitied 
Me now — if her dreams bad shown 

A quiet and weary woman 
With all her illoBiona flowiu 

Tet I — who shall soon be renting, 
And have passed the hardest part— 

Can look back with a deeper pity 
On that young, unoonsdous heart 

It is stinnge ; but Life'? curreaits drift oi 

So surely and swiftly on. 
That we sdkrcely notice the changes, 

And how many things are gone : 

And forget, while to-day absorbs us. 
How old mysteries are unsealed ; 

How &e old, old ties are loosened. 
And the old, old wounds are healed. 

And we say that our Life ia fleeting 
Like a story that Time haa uHd ; 

But we fancy that we — we only — 
Are just whafr we* w«re of oli. 
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So now and then h ia wisdom 

To gaze, as I do to-day. 
At a half-forgotten relic 

Of a Time that is passed awaj. 

The very look of that Portrait, 
Tiie perfume that seems to cling 

To those fragile and faded letters, 
And the Locket, and the Blng, 

If they only stirred in my spirit 
Forgotten pleasure and pain, — 

Why, memory is often bitter. 
And almost always in Tain ; 

Bat the contrast of bypjone hours 
Comes to rend a veil away, — 

And I manrel to see the stranger 
Who is living in me to-day. 



THE BRIDE'S DREAM. 




HE stars are gleaming ; 

The maiden sleeps, -^ 
What is she dreaming 1 
For see — she weeps. 
By her side is an Angel 

With folded wings ; 
While the Maiden slumbers, 

The Angel sings : 
He sings of a Bridal, 
Of Lots, of paiiiy 
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Of a heart to be given, — 

And all in vain ; 
(See, her cheek is flushing. 

As if with pain;) 
He telleth of sorrow, 

Regrets and fears. 
And the few vain pleasnres 
• We buy with tears ; 
And the bitter lesson 

We learn from years. 

The stars aie gleaming 
. Upon her brow: 
What is she dreaming 

So calmly now ? 
By her side is the Angel 

With folded wings ; 
She smiles in her slumber 

The while he sings. 
He sings of a Bridal, 

Of Love divine ; 
Of a heart to be laid 

On a sacred shrine ; 
Of a crown of glory. 

Where seraphs shine ; 
Of the deep, long rapture 

The chosen know 
Who forsake for Heaven 

Vain joys below. 
Who desire no pleasure, 

And fear no woe. 

The Bells are ringing, 
The sun shines clear. 



THE ANGEL'S BIDDING. 

The Choir is singing, 

The guests are here. 
Before the High Altar 

Behold the Bride ; 
And a mournful Angel 

Is by her side. 
She smiles, all content 

With her chosen lot, — 
(Is her last night's dreaming 

So soon forgot?) 
And oh, may the Angel 

Forsake her not ! 
For on her small hand 

There glitters plain 
The first sad link 

Of a life-long chain ; — 
And she needs his guiding 

Through paths of pain. 
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THE ANGEL'S BIDDING. 




^OT a sound is heard in the Convent ; 
The Vesper Chant is sung. 
The sick have all been tended. 
The poor nun's toils are ended 
Till the Matin bell has rung. 
All is still, save the Clock, that is ticking 
So loud in the frosty air. 
And the soft snow, falling as gently 
As an answer to a prayer. 

But an Angel whispers, « O Sister, 
You must rise fi:om your bed to pray : 
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In the silent, deserted chapel, 
Tou must kneel till the dawn of day ; 
For, far on the desolate moorland, 
So dreary, and bleak, and white. 
There is one, all alone and helpless. 
In peril of death to-night. 

('No sound on the moorland to guide him. 

No star in the murky air ; 
And he thinks of his home and his loved ones 

With the tenderness of despair ; 
He has wandered for hours, in the snow-drift. 

And he strives to stand in vain, 
And so lies down to dream of his children. 
And never to rise again. 

Then kneel in the silent chapel 
Till the dawn of .to-morrow's sun. 
And ask of the Lord you worship 
For the life of that desolate one ; 
And the smiling eyes of his children 
Will gladden his heart again, 
And the grateful tears of God's poor 
Will fall on your soul like rain I — 

«< Yet, leave him alone to perish. 

And the grace of your God implore, 
With all the strength of your spirit. 

For one who needs it more. 
Far away, in the gleaming city. 

Amid perfume, and song, and light«t 
A soul that Jesus has ransomed 

Is in peril of sin to-night. 
The Tempter is dose boside him^ 

And his danger is all fbigo^ 
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And tbe &r-off Yoices of childhood 
Call aloud, but he hears them not ; 

He sayeth no prayer, and his mother — 
He thinks not of her to-day, 

And he will not look up to heaven, 
And his Angel is turning away. 

" Then pray for a soul in peril, 

A soul for which Jesus died ; 
Ask, by the cross that bore Him, 

And by her who stood beside ; 
And the Angels of God will thank pn.. 

And bend from their thrones of ligh^ 
To teU yon that heaven rejoices 

At the deed you have done to-night/' 



SPEINa 

ARK ! the hours are softly caUInc^ 
Bidding Spring arise, 
To listen to the rain-drops filing 
From the cloudy skies. 
To listen to Earth's weary voices, 

liouder every day. 
Bidding her no longer lii^r 

« On ^r charmM way ; 
But hasten to her task of beauty 
^ ' Scarcely yet begun ; 
By the first bright day of Summer 

It should all be done. 
She has yet to loose the fountain 
From its iron chain; 




3IO SPRING. 

And to make the barren mountain 

Green and bright again ; 
She must clear the snow that lingers 

Round the stalks away, . 
And let the snowdrops' trembling whiteness 

See the light of day. 
She must watch, and warm, and cherish 

Every blade of green. 
Till the tender grass appearing 

From the earth is seen ; 
She must bring the golden crocus 

From her hidden store ; 
She must spread broad showers of daisies 

Each day more and more. 
In each hedgerow she must hasten 

Cowslips sweet to set ; 
Primroses in rich profusion, 

With bright dew-drops wet, 
And under every leaf, in shadow 

Hide a violet 1 
Every tree within the forest 

Must be decked anew ; 
And the tender buds of promise 

Should be peeping through. 
Folded deep, and almost hidden, 

Leaf by leaf beside. 
What will make the Summer's glory, 

And the Autumn's pride. 
She must weave the loveliest carpets, 

Checkered sun and shade, 
Every wood must have such pathways, 

I/aid in every glade ; 
She must hang laburnum branches 

On each arched bough ; — 



EVENING BTMN. {it 

▲nd the white and purple lilae 

Should be waving now ; 
She must breathe, and cold winds Tanlsh 

At her breath away ; 
And then load the air around her 

With the Bcent of May 1 
Listen then, O Spring 1 nor linger 

On thy channM way ; 
Have pity on thy prisoned flowers 

Wearying for the day. 
Listen to the rain-drops fsJling 

From the cloudy skies ; 
Listeb to the hours calling, 

Biddmg thee arise. 



EVENING HYMN. 

HE shadows of the evening hours 
Fall from the darkening sky ; 
Upon the fragrance of the flowers 
The dews of evening lie : 
Before thy throne, O Lord of heaven^ 

We kneel at close of day ; 
Look on thy children from on high. 
And hear us while we pray. 

The sorrows of thy servants, Lord, 

O do not thou despise ; 
But let the incense of our prayers 

Before thy mercy rise ; 
The brightness of the coming night 

Upon the darkness rolls : 
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With hopai> of future glory tbsso 
The shadows on our souls. 

Slowly the rays of daylight fade ; 

So fade wi^in our heart 
The hopes in earthly love and joy. 

That one by one depart : 
Slowly the bright stars, one by one. 

Within the hearens shine ; — 
Give us, O Lord, fresh hopes m HeaTen, 

And trust in things divine. 

Let peace, O Lord, thy peace, O God, 

Upon our souls descend ; 
From midnight fears and perils, thoa 

Our trembling hearts defend ; 
Give us a respite from our toil. 

Calm and snhdue our wo68 ; 
Through the long day we su£fer, Lord, 

O give Its now veposeJ 



THE INNER CHAMBER. 

K the outer Court I was singing; 
Was singing the wbcAe da.y long ; 
From the inner chamber were ringing 
Echoes repeating my song« 

And I sang till it grew immortal ; 

For that very song of mine. 
When re-echoed behind the Portal, 

Was filled with a life divine. 
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Was the Chamber a silrer round 

Of arches, whose magical art 
Drew in coils of musical sound, 

And cast them batsk on my heart 1 

Was there' hidden "witihin alyiie 

Which/ as «ir bmadied oter its strings, 

illied my song with a soul of fire. 
And sent bade my words with wings t 

Was some seraph imprisoned there, 
Whose Voice made my song complete, 

And whose lingering, eoft despair 
Made the echo so fiednt and sweet ? 

Long I trembled «nd pansed, •«- then iMurted 
The curtains witii heary fringe ; 

And, half fearing, yet eager-hearted, . 
Turned the door on its golden hinge. 

Now I sing in the court 'once more, 

I sing and I weep all day. 
As I kneel by die close-shut door, 

For I know what the echoes say. 

Yet I sii^: not tlie song of old. 
Ere I knerw whence da» eeho came. 

Ere I opened the door of gold ; 

But tiie music soonda just the same. 

Then t»ke wamhig, and turn away ; 

-Do not ask of that hidden thing. 
Do not guess what the echoes say. 

Or the meaning of what I sing. 
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HEABTS. 
L 

TRINKET made like a Heart, dear, 
Of red gold, bright and fine 

Was given to me for a keepsake. 
Given to me for mine. 



And another heart, warm and tender, ' 
As tme as a heart could be ; 

And every throb that stirred it 
Was always and all for me. 

Sailing over the waters. 
Watching the far bine land, 

I dropped my golden heart, dear. 
Dropped it out of my hand ! 

It lies in the cold, blue waters. 
Fathoms and fathoms deep, 

The golden heart which I promised. 
Promised to prize and keep. 

Gazing at Life's bright visions. 
So false, and fair, and new, 

I forgot the other heart, dear. 
Forgot it and lost it too I 

I might seek that heart forever, 
I might' seek and seek in vain ; — 

And for one short, careless hour, 
I pay with a life of pain 



BEARTSi 

n. 
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Heart 1 — Yes, I wore it 
As sign and as token 
Of a love liiat once gave it, 
A vow that was spoken ; 
But a lovd, and a tow, and a heart 
Can be broken. 

The Love 1 — Life and Death 

Are crashed into a day, 
So what wonder that Love 

Should as soon pass away, — 
What woDder I saw it 

Fade, fail, and decay ? 

The Vow 1 —why what was it I 
It snapped like a thread ; 

Who cares for the corpse 
When the spirit is fled ? 

Then I said, "Let the Dead risd 
And bury its dead, 

*« While the true, living future 
Grows pure, wise, and strong." 

So I cast the gold heart 
I had worn for so long 

In the Lake, and bound on it 
A Stone — and a Wrong I 
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OOK, tfais^ittle golden Heart 

W« a tni&'love ehrine 
For a tress-of hair ; I held theta. 
- ^. Heart and tews, as mine, 

lake ^ Love 'which |aine the token : 

See, to-day the Heart is bi^ken ! 

Btfolcen is the golden heart, 

ijoat the trete^of hair; 
Ah, the shrine ' is ^emplT-, 'vaeaD^ 

-Desolate aoid hare I 
So the token shonM depart, 
Wlien Love dies within <iie. heart 

TAst^and deep the mer ftcy^ech, 

FloWeth to the west ; 
I will cast l^e gc^den trinket 

In its cold darie breast : •» 
How, O river, deep and fiist. 
Over all the' butied past I 



TWO LOVES. 

IP within my faedrt of hearts, dear, 
Boand with all its atrings. 
Two Loves are together reig^ning, 

Both are crowned like kings ; 

While my life, still uncomplaining, 
Bests beneath then: wings. 
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So they both will rale my heart, dear, 

Till it cease to beat; 
Ko sway can be deeper, stronger. 

Truer, more complete ; 
Growing, as it lasts the longer. 

Sweeter, and more sweet. 

One all life and time transfignres.; 

Fienang threngh and thvough 
Meaner things «with magia splendor. 

Old, yet ever new : 
This — so strong and yet so tender— 

Is . . * my Love fi>r you* 

Should it fail, — forgive my doubting 

In this world of pain, — 
Yet my other Love would ever 

Steadfastly remain ; 
And I know that I could nevej: 

Turn to that in vain. 

Tbongii its radiance may be fiUnter, 

Yet its task is wide ; 
For it lives to comfort sorrowsy 

Strengthen, calm, and guide, 
And from Trust and Honor borrows 

All its peace and pride. 

Will you bliime my dreaming, erea 

If the first were flown ? 
Ah, I would not live without k. 

It is all your own : 
And the other — can you doubt it I — 

Yours, and yoaz» alone. 
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A WOMAN'S LAST WORD. 

ELL — the links are broken. 
All is past ; 
This farewell, when spoken. 
Is the last. 
I have tried and striven 

All in vain ; 
Such bonds most be riven, 

Spite of pain. 
And never, never, never 
Knit again. 

So I tell you plainly. 

It must be : 
I shall try, not vainly. 

To be free; 
Truer, happier chances 

Wait me yet. 
While you, through fresh fiincief. 

Can forget ; — 
And life has nobler uses 

Than Regret. 

All past words retracing. 

One by one. 
Does not help ef&cing 

What is done. 
Let it be. O, stronger 

Links can break 1 
Had we dreamed still lonjger 

W© could wake, — 



PAST AND PRESENT, 

Yet let US part in kindness 
For Love's sake. 

Bitterness and sorrow 

Will at last. 
In some bright to-morrow. 

Heal their past ; 
But future hearts will never 

Be as true 
As mine was — is ever. 

Dear, for you 

. . Then must we part, when loving 

As we do ? 
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PAST AND PRESENT. 




ffGER," I cried, "O radiant Time! 

thy power 
Has nothing more to give ; li£9 is com- 
plete: 

Let but the perfect Present, hour by hour. 
Itself remember and itself repeat. 

" And Love, — the future can but mar its splendor. 
Change can but dim the glory of its youth ; 
Time has no star more faithful or more tender 
To crown its constancy or light its truth." 

But Time passed on in spite of prayer or pleading, 
Through storm' and peril ; but that life might gain 



ja^ FOR THE FUTURE. 

A Peace thronglv Btxif« all other peaco exceeding. 
Fresh joy from 8om»w, aad new hope from pain. 

And since Love lived when aU save Lota .was dying, 
And, passed through fire, grew stronger than be- 
fore:— 
Dear, yon know why, in, double faith relying, 
I prize the Fwit. mnfib^ but the FEesonl more. 



FOR THE FUTITBE. 

WONDER did you ever count 
The value of one human fate ; 
Or sum the infinite amount 
Of one heart's tzeasureSi and the weight 
Of Life's one venture, and the whole concentrate pur- 
pose of a soul. 

And if yon ever paused to think 
That all this in your hands I laid 
Without a fear : — did you not shrink 
From such a burden ? half afraid, 
Half wishing that yon could divide the risk, or cart 
it all aside. 

While Love has daily poils, such 
As none foresee and. none control ; 
And hearts are strung so that one touch. 
Careless or rough, may jar the whole. 
Ton well might feel afraid to reign with ftbioltttg 
power of joy and pauk 
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Tou well might fear — if Love's sole claim 
Were to be happy : but true Love 
Takes joy as solace, not as aim, 
And looks beyond, and looks above ; 
And sometimes tlirough the bitterest strife first leamg 
to live her highest life. 

Earth forges joy into a chain 
Till fettered Love forgets its strength. 
Its purpose, and its end ; — but Fain 
Restores its heritage at length, 
And bids Love rise again and be eternal, mighty, 
pure, and free. 

If then your future life should need 
A strength my Love can only gain 
Through suffering, or my heart be freed 
Only by sorrow from some stain. 
Then you shall give, and I will* take, this Crown 
of fire for Love's dear sake. 

Sept 8th, x86a 
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HOMELESS WOMEN AND CHILDREN. 





HERE is scttreely tmy diaritabic insti- 
tation which should excite sach uni- 
versal, such imhesitating sympathy, as a 
Night Befoge for the Homeless Poor. 
A shelter trough the bleak winter nights, leave 
to nest in some poor shed instead of wandering 
through the pitiless streets, is a boon we could 
hardly deny to a starring dog. And yet we have 
all known that in this country, in this town, many 
cf our miserable fellow-creatures were pacing the 
streets through the long weary nights, without a 
roof to shelter them, without food to eat, with their 
poor rags soaked in rain, and only the bitter wind» 
cf Heaven for companions; women and children 
ntteriy forlorn and l^lpless, either wandering about 
all night, or crouching under a miserable archway, 
or, Yorst of all, seeking in death or sin the refuge 
denied them elsewhere. It is a marvel that wo 
could sleep in peace in our warm, comfortable 
homes with this horror at our very door. 

But at last some efforts were made to eflace this 
stain upoik our country, public symfpatfay was ap- 
pealed to, and a few 'Refoges' were opened, to 
tb«lttr onr homsleM poor through the winter nif^hts. 
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In the Aatnmn of 1860 there was no Catholic 
Kefiige in the kingdom ; and excellent as were the 
Protestant Refuges, their resources were quite in- 
adequate to meet the claims upon them. 

In this country, as we all know, the very poorest 
and most destitute are in many cases Catholics; 
and doubtless our Priests, to whom no form of sin 
or sorrow is strange, must see in a special manner, 
and in innumerable results, the sufierings, dangers, 
and temptations of the homeless. The Bev. Dr. 
Gilbert therefore resolved to open a Catholic Night 
Befnge in his parish, and to his zealous charity and 
unwearied efforts are due the foundation and success 
of the pROviDENCB Row Night Refuge tor 
Homeless Women akd Childreit ; the first 
Catholic Befuge in England or Ireland, an^ still 
the only one in England. 

The Sisters of Mercy had long been aiding their 
pastors in the schools of the parish, and when this 
new opening for their charity was suggested to 
them, they unhesitatingly accepted a task, worthy 
indeed of the holy name they bear. They were 
seeking for some house more suitable for a Con- 
vent than the one they had hitherto occupied in 
Broad Street ; and when Dr. Gilbert saw the lai^ge 
stable at the back of 14 Finsbury Square, he felt 
that here was a snibible place for his long-dierished 
plan of a Night Befuge. It was separated from the 
house by a yard, and opened on a narrow street at 
the back, already called, with a happy appropriate- 
ness. Providence Bow. To Finsbury Square there- 
fore the community removed, and it was not long 
before the stable was fitted up with wooden beds 
and benches; the fow preparations were completed. 
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mud on the 7th of October, I860, the Refuge was 
opened. At first there were but fourteen beds, but 
contribntiona flowed in from Protestants as well as 
Catholics, and in February, 186J, thirty-one more, 
beds were added, making in all forty-five. But as 
many of the poor women have children with them, 
rarely less than sixty persons are each night ad- 
mitted. Up to the present time, fourteen thousand 
seven hundred and eighty-five nights' lodgings have 
been given, with the same number of suppers and 
breakfasts. 

From six to eight are the hours of admission; 
but this is indeed a needless rule, for a crowd of 
ragged women, with pale, weary children clinging 
to them, are waiting patiently long before the doors 
are opened, and the place is filled at once. 

Means for washing are given them, they rest 
themselves in warmth, light, and peace, and at 
eight o'clock each person receives half a pound of 
bread and a large basin of excellent gruel. Night 
prayers are said by one of the Sisters, and then the 
poor wanderers lie down in their rude but clean and 
comfortable beds. They have the same meal in the 
morning. 

Those who come on Saturday evening remain 
till Monday, receiving on Sunday, besides the usual 
breakfast and supper, an extra half-pound of bread, 
and a good supply of meat soup. There is no dis- 
tinction of creed; Protestants and Catholics are 
alike admitted. There are but two conditions of 
admittance, — that the applicants be homeless and 
of good character. This is the only Refuge which 
maked character a condition ; and it is found that, 
in spite of all precautions, much harm arises in the 
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other Refuges to the yoang and innocenly firom the 
bad language and evil example of the degraded 
class with whom they are brought in contact. 

Each evening (and on Sundays more fiilly) 
simple instructions on the Catechism are given by 
one of the Sisters ; but this the Protestants do not 
attend ; they frequently ask leave to be present, but 
it is not permitted, (without the special permission 
of one of the clergy,) as the instmetions on the 
practice of our faith would be to them compaiu- 
tively useless and unmeaning. 

The temporary shelter and food which is given 
in Providence Row is not the only, perhaps often 
not the greatest, benefit bestowed upon the poor 
forlorn inmates. They find advice, sympathy, and 
help firom the kind Sisters; and the very telling 
their troubles to one who is there to serve and tend 
them, not for any earthly reward, but from Chris- 
tian love and pity, must be a rest to their weary 
hearts, a comfort in their sore want and distress. 
It is touching to see their eager desire to be allowed 
to help the Sister in the cleaning, cooking, &c., 
and the half-ashamed thankfulness with whidi they 
watch her busied in their service. 

One of the Nuns sleeps every night in the Ref- 
uge, and no unruly sound, no whisper of mur- 
mur or disrespect, ever rises against her gentle 
sway. Nay, even more, when she has the sad task 
of selecting among the waiting crowd the number 
who may enter, choosing generally those with chil- 
dren and those who have not applied before, the 
rest submit without a murmur. Though the littl« 
ones are hardly counted, but creep in by their moth- 
ers' sides, there are still many — sometimes thirty 
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or forty nightly ~^ tamed away for want c^ space* 
They hare had a glimpse of warmth and light, and 
then it is the cruel office of the kind Nun to bar the 
door against them;, but no angry word, no remon- 
strance, meets her sorrowful refusal; they turn 
once more to their weary wanderings in the dark, 
bleak streets. And so wiU many have to do, night 
after night, until the Befiige is enlarged. The 
present space will hold no more beds, but to build 
an additional dormitory is the earnest desire and 
intention of Dr. Gilbert. 

No scdcuriea are received by caiy who have charge of 
ike Refuge, Among the many causes for gratitude 
we have to our good Religious, surely it is not one 
of the least, that what we can spare in the cause of. 
charity goes solely and directly to its object ; the 
more difficult and more perfect share of the good 
work being taken by them out of love to God and 
his poor. 

The Refuge is open from the month of October 
to April. 

It is placed under the speoial patronage of Our 
Blessed Lady, and Blessed Benedict Labr^. 

May tlie Mother who wandered homeless through 
inhospitable Bethlehem, and the Saint who was a 
beggar and an outcast upon the face of the earth, 
watch over this Refuge for the poor and dcsohite, 
and obtain from the charity of the faithful the aid 
which it so sorely needs. 

I may add, that donations for the Refuge will be 
thankfully received by the Rev. Dr. Gilbert, 22 
Finsbury Circus, or by the Rev. Mother, at the 
Convent, 14 Finsbury Square, E. C. 

W% all meditate long and often on the many 
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kinds of sufierings borne for us by onr Blessed 
Hedeemer ; l>at perhaps, if we consider a moment, 
we shall most of us confess, that the one we think 
of least often, the one we compassionate least of 
all, is the only one of which he deigned to tell ns 
himself, and for which he himself appealed to 
our pity in the Divine complaint, — "The foxes 
have holes, and the birds of the air have nests, but 
the Son of Man has not where toku/ his head," 

A. A. P. 
May, x86a. 




THE ABMY OF THE LORD. 



O fight the hattle of the Cross, Christ's 
chosen ones are sent — 
Good soldiers and great victors— ^a 
noble armament. 
They use no earthly weapon, they know not spear 

or sword, 
iTet right and tme and valiant is the army of the 
Lord. 



Fear them, ye mighty ones of earth ; fear them, 

ye demon foes ; 
Slay them and think to conquer, but the ranks will 

always close : 
In vain do Earth and Hell unite their power and 

skill to try. 
They fight better for their wounds, and they co&f 

qoer when they die. 
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III. 
The 0onl of eveiy sinner is the yictory they uronld 

gain; 
They would bind each rebel heart in their Master's 

golden chain : 
Faith is the shield they carry, and the two-edged 

sword they bear 
Is God's strongest, mightiest weapon, and they call 

it Love and Prayer. 

IV. 

Where the savage hordetf ars dwefli&g by the 

Ganges' sacred tide, 
Through the trackless Indian forests, St. Francis is 

their guide ; 
Where crime and si& are xagiag, to eooquer the/ 

are gone ; — 
They do conquer as they go, for St. Philip 

them on. 



They are come where all are kneeling at the shrinet 

of wealth and pride. 
And an old and martyred Bishop is their comrade 

and their guide : 
To tell the toil-worn negro of freedom and repose. 
O'er the vast Atlantic's boson they see called ^y 

sweet St. Rose. 



They are gone where Lot* if firoMo, simI Fai& 

grown calm and cold, 
Where the world is all ttiiaiphant, sad tbft skiqi 

have left the fold. 
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Where His children scorn His blessings, and His 

sacred Shrines despise, -^ 
And the beacon of the warriors la the light in 

Mar/g ejes. 

VII. 

The bugle for their battle is the matin bell for 

prayer ; 
And for their noble standard Christ's holy Cross 

they bear ; 
Hi» sacred name their war^ciy, 'tis in rain what 

ye can do, 
They muU conqoer, for yonr Angela am leagning 

with theon too. 

VIII* 

Would you know, O World, these warriors 1 Go 

where the poor, the old, 
Ask for pardon and for heayen, and you ofifer food 

and gold ; 
With healing and with comfort, with words of peace 

and prayer. 
Bearing His greatest gift to man — Christ's chosen 

priests are there. 

IX. 

Where sin and crime are dwelling, hid from the 

light of day, 
And life and hope are fading at Death's cold touch 

away, 
Wheve dying eyes in horror see the longwforgotten 

past, 
Christ's serrants claim the sinner, and gain his soul 

at last. 
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z. 

Where the rich and proud and mighty God's : 

sage would defy, 
In warning and reproof His anointed ones stand hy : 
Bright are the crowns of glory God keepeth for 

His own, 
Their life one sigh for hearen, and their aim His 

will alone. 



And see sweet Mercy's sister, where the poor and 

wretched dwell, 
In gentle accents telling of Him she lores so well ; 
Training young hearts to serve their Lord, and 

place their hope in Heaven, 
Bidding her erring sisters love much and be forgiven. 

XII. 

And where in cloistered silence dim the Brides of 

Jesus dwell. 
Where purest incense rises up from every lowly cell. 
They plead not vainly, — they have chosen and 

gained the better part, 
And given their gentle life away to Him who has 

their heart 



And some there are among us — the path which 

they have trod 
Of sin and pain and anguish has led at last to God : 
They plead, and Christ will hear them, that the 

poor shives who pine 
In the bleak dungeon they have left, may see His 

truth divine. 
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XIV. 

O, who can tell how many hearts are altars to 

His praise, 
From which the sQent prayer ascends through 

patient nights and days : 
The sacrifice is offered still in secret and alone, 
O World, ye do not know them, but He can help 

His own. 

XT. 

They are with ns, His true soldiers, they come in 

power and might ; 
Glorious the crown which they shall gain after the 

heavenly fight ; 
And you, perchance, who scoff, may yet their rest 

and glory share, 
As the rich spoil of their battle and the captives of 

their prayer. 

XVI. 

O, who shall tell the wonder of that great day of 

rest. 
When even in this place of strife His soldiers are so 

blest: 
O World, O Earth, why strive ye 1 join the low 

chant they sing, — 
" O Grave, where is thy victory I O Death, where 

is tiiy sting!'' 
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THE STAB OF THE SEA, 

OW manj a mighty ship 

The stormy wares o'erwhelm ; 
Tet ova frail bark floats on, 
' Oar Angsl holds the helm : 
Dark storms are gathering roond. 

And dangerous winds arise. 
Yet see I one trembling star 
Is shining in the skies ; — 
And we are safe who trust in thioe^ 
Star of the Seal 

A long and weary voyage 

Have we to reach our home. 
And dark and sunken rocks 

Are hid in sUver foam ; 
Each moment we may sink. 

But steadily we sail, 
Our winged Pilot smiles, 

And says we shall not Ml : — 
And so we kneel and call on thee. 
Star of the Seal 

Yes, for those shining rays 

Shall beam upon Ihe main. 
Shall guide us safely on, 

Through fear and doubt and pain : 
And see -^ the stormy wind 

Our little sail has caught. 
The tempest others fear 

Shall drive us into port : — 
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Through Life'8 dark voyage we trust in thee, 
Star of the Sea! 

The shore now looms in sight. 

The far-off golden strand. 
Yet many a freight is wrecked 

And lest in sight of hud ; 
Then guide us safely home. 

Through that Uist hour of strift. 
And welcome us to land. 

From the long voyage of life ;•— 
In death and life we call on the^ 
Star of the Seal 



THE SACRED HEART. 






HAT wouldst thou have, O soul. 
Thou weary soul 1 
Lo ! I have sought for rest 

I On the Earth's heaving breast, 

From pole to pole. 

— I have been with her. 

But she gave dreams ; 
Death — nay, the rest he gives 

Rest only seems. 
Fair nature knows it not — 

The grass is growing ; 
The blue air knows it not— 

The winds are blowing : 
Not in the changing sky. 

The stormy sea, 
22 



^1% THE BACRED EEART. 

Yet somewhere in God's wide world 

Best there must be. 
Within thy Savioor's Heart 

Place all thy care, 
And learn, O weary soul. 

Thy Best is there. 

What wonldst thou, trembling soul % 

Strength for the strife, — 
Strength for this fiery war 

That we call Life. 
Fears gather thickly round; 

Shadowy foes. 
Like unto armbd men. 

Around' me close. 
What am I, frail and poor, 

When griefs arise 1 
No help from the weak earth. 

Or the cold skies. 
Lo I I can find no guards. 

No weapons borrow y 
Shrinking, alone I stand, 

WiA mighty sorrow. 
Courage, thou trembling soul. 

Grief thou must bear. 
Yet thou canst find a strength 

Will match despair ; 
Within thy Saviour's Heart- 
Seek for it there. 

What wonldst thou have, sad son!. 
Oppressed with grief 1 — 

Comfort : I seek in vain. 
Nor find relief. 
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Nature, all pitiless. 

Smiles on my pain ; 
I ask my fellow-men, 

They give disdain. 
I asked the babbling streanu^ 

But they flowed on ; 
I asked the wise and good. 

But they gave none. 
Though I have asked the 8tBX% 

Coldly they shine^ 
They aie too bright to know 

Grief such as mine. 
I asked for comfort still. 

And I found tefirs. 
And I have sought in vain 

Long, weary years. 
Listen, thou mournful soul, 

Thy pain riiall cease ; 
Deep in Kls sacred Heart 

Dwells joy and peace. 

Yes, in that Heart divine 

The Angels bright 
Und, through eternal yean. 

Still new delight. 
From thence his constancy 

The martyr drew. 
And there the virgin band 

Their refuge knew. 
There, racked by pain without, , 

And dread within. 
How many souls have found 

Heaven's bliss begin. 
Then leave thy vain attempts 

To seek for peace; 
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The world can never ^ve 

One soul release : 
But in thy Saviour's Heart 

Securely dwell, 
No pain can harm thee, hid 

In that sweet cell. 
Then fly, O coward soul, 

Delay no more : 
What words can speak the joy 

For thee in store ? 
What smiles of earth can teU 

Of peace like thine 1 
Silence and tears are best 

For things divine. 



THE NAMES OF OUR U^T. 

OXIGH the wide world thy children 

raise 
Their prayers, and still we see 
Calm are the nights and bright the days 
Of those who trust in thee. 

Around thy starry crown axe wreathed 

So many names divine : 
Which is die dearest to my heart, 

And, the most worthy thine ? 

Star of the Sea: we kneel and pray 
When tempests raise their voice ; 

Star of the Sea ! the haven reached. 
We call thee and rejoice. 
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Hdp of the Christian : in our need 

Thy mighty aid we claim; 
If we are faint and weaiy, then 

We trust in that dear name. 

Our Lady of the Bosary : 

What name can bo so sweet 
As what wo call thee when we place 

Our chaplets at thy feet. 

Blight Qfieen of Heaven : when we are uA, 

Best solace of our pains ; — 
It tells us, though on earth we toil. 

Our Mother lives and reigns. 

Our, Lady of Mount Carmd: thus 

Sometimes thy name is known; 
It iells us of the badge we wear. 

To live or die thine own. 

Our Lady dear of Victories : 

We see our faith oppressed, 
And, praying for our erring land. 

We love that name the best. 

Befugs of Sinners: many a soul. 

By guilt cast down, and sin. 
Has learned through this dear name of thine 

Pardon and peace to win. 

Health of the Sick : when anxious hearts 

Watch by the sufferer's bed, 
On this sweet name of thine they lean. 

Consoled and comforted. 
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Mother of Sorrows: many a lieart 

Half-broken by despair 
Has laid its burden by the cross. 

And foond a mother there. 

. Queen ofaU Saints: the Church appeal* 
For her loved dead to thee ; 
She knows they wait in patient pain 
A bright eternity. 

Fair Queen of Virgins : thy pun hand. 

The lilies ronnd thy throne. 
Love the dear title which tiiey bear 

Most that it is thine own. 

True Qmm of Martyrs : if we shrink 
From want, or pain, or woe. 

We think of the sharp sword that piei^ 
Thy heart, and call thee so. 

Mary: the dearest name of all, 

The holiest and the best; 
The first low word that Jesns lisped • 

Laid on His mother's breast. 

Mary, the name that Gabriel spoke. 
The name that conquers hell ; 

Mary, the name that through h^h heaTen 
The angels love so well. 

Mary, — our comfort and our hope, — 

O may that word be given 
To be the last we sigh on earth, — 

The first we breathe in heaven. 
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A CHAPLET OB* IXOWERS. 




EAR, set the duemeDt open. 
The eyeniiig breezes blow 
Sweet perfumes from the flowexi 
I cannot see below. 



I can but <»tch the waving 
Of chestnut boughs that pass. 

Their shadow must have coverad 
The sun-dial on the grass. 

So go and bring the flowers 
I love best to m j room, 

My failing strength no longer 
Can b^ me where they bloom. 

You know I used to love them. 

But ah I they come too late, — 
For see, my lumds are trembling 
' Beneath their dewy weight. 

So I will watch you weaving 

A chaplet for me, dear. 
Of all my &vorite flowers. 

As I could do last year. 

UzBt, take those crimson roses,— 
How red their petals glow I 

Bed as the blood of Jesus, 
Which heals our sin and woe. 
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See in each heart of crimson 

A deeper crimson shine : 
So in the foldings of oar hearts 

Should glow a love divine. 

Next place those tender violets, 
. Look how thej still regret . 
The cell where they were hidden, — 
The tears are on them jet. 

How many souls — His loved ones — 

Dwell lonely and apart, 
Hiding from all but One above 

The fragrance of their heart. 

Then take that virgin lily. 

How holily she stands I 
Ton know the gentle angels 

Bear lilies in their hands. 

Yet crowned with purer radiance 

A deeper love tliey claim, 
Because their queen-like whiteness 

Is linked with Mary's name. 

And now this spray of ivy : 
You. know its gradual clasp 

Uproots strong trees, and towers 
Fall cmmbling in its grasp. 

So God's dear grace around us 
With secret patience clings, 

And slow, sure power, that loosens 
Strong holds on human things. 
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Then heliotrope, that tumeth 

Towards her lord the sun, — 
Would that our thoughts as fondly 

Sought our beloved One. 

Naj, if that branch be fading. 

Cast not one blossom hj. 
Its little task is ended 

And it does well to die. 

And let some field flowers eren 

Be wreathed among the rest, 
I think the infant Jesus 

Would love such ones the best 

These flowers are all too brilliant. 
So place calm heart's-ease there, 

God's last and sacred treasure 
For all who wait and bear. 

Then lemon-leaves, whose sweetness 

Grows sweeter than before 
When bruised, and crushed, and broken, 

— Hearts need that lesson more. 

Yet stay, — one crowning glory, 

All His, and yet all ours ; 
The dearest, tenderest thought of all. 

Is still the Passion-flower's. 

So take it now, — nay, heed not 

My tears that on it fall ; 
I thank Him for the flowers. 

As I can do' for all. 
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And place it on the altar, 

Where oft, in days long flown^ 

I knelt hj His dear Mother, 
And knew she was my own. 

The hdls ring out her praises. 
The evening shades grow dim ; 

Qo there and say a prayer for me. 
And sing Our Laidy's hymn. , 

While I lie here, and ask her help 
In that hist, longed-for day — 

When the BelovM of my heart 
Win call my soul away. 



RYRIE ELEISON. 

N joy, in pain, in* sorrow. 
Father, Thy hand we see ; 
But some among Thy children 
Deny this faith and Thee. 
They will not ask Thy mercy, - 

But we kneel for them in prayer; 
Are they not still Thy children 1 

Pity, O God ! and spare. 
Thy peace, O Lord, has never 

On their desolate pathway shone^ 
Darkness is all around them : 
Kyrie Eleison I 

For them the starry heavens 
Kb hymn of worship raise; 
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For them, earth's innocent floweri 

Breathe not Thy silent praise ; 
In heaven they know no Saviour, 

No Father, and no Friend, 
And life is all thej hope for. 

And death they call the end ; 
Their eyes, O Lord ! arc blinded 

To the glories of the son. 
To the shining of tiie sea-star ^» 

Eyrie Eleison 1 

By the love Thy saints have shown Thee, 

And the sorrows they hare borne, 
Leave not these erring creatoxes 

To wander thus forlorn. 
By Thy tender name of Saviour, — 

The name they have denied ; 
By Thy bitter death and passion, 

And the Cross which they deride ; 
By the angnish Thou hast sofiered. 

And the glory Thou hast won; 
By Thy love and by Thy pity— 

Christe Eleison 1 

Fray for th^n, glorious seraphs. 

And ye, bright angel band. 
Who (^Ant His praises ever. 

And in His presence stand ; 
And thou, O gentle Mother, 

Queen of the starry sky ; 
Te Saints wliose toils are over. 

Join your voices to our cry, — 
Li Thy terror or Thy mercy. 

Call them ere life is done. 
For His sake who died to ssre them, 

Kyrie Eleison 1 
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THE ANNUNCIATION. 




OW pore, and frail, and white. 
The snowdrops shine I 
Gather a garland bright 
For.liaiy's shiine. 



For, bom of winter snows. 
These fragile flowers 
. Are gifts to onr fiiir Queen 

From Spring's first hoonk 

For on this bless^ daj 
She knelt at prajer ; 

When, lo ! before her shone 
An Angel fair. 

" Hail, Mary 1 *' ihns he cried. 

With reverent fear : 
She, with sweet wondering eyes, 
, Marrelled to hear. 

Be still, ye clonds of Heaven I 

Be silent. Earth 1 
And hear an Angel tell 

Of Jesus' birth. 

While she, whom Gabriel haSf 

As full of grace. 
Listens with humble &ith 

In her sweet fiuxs. 
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Be still, Pride, War, and Pomp, 

Yaia Hopes, vain Fears, 
For now an Angel speaks. 

And Mary hears. 

M Hail, Mary 1 " lo, it rings 

Through ages on ; 
«Hail, Mary 1 ** it shall sound. 

Till Time is done. 

'< Hail, Mary I " infimt lips 

Lisp it to^y ; 
»Hail, Mary 1 " with faint smile 

The dying say. 

« Hail, Mary 1 " many a heart 

Broken with grief, 
In that angelic prayer 

Has found relief. 

And many a half-lost soul. 

When turned at hay, 
With those triumphant words 

Has won the day. 

<« Hail, Mary, Queen of Heaven ! ** 

Let us repeat. 
And plAce our snowdrop wreath 

Here at her feet 
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AN APPEAL. 




PARE her, O cruel Engkad ! 
Thy Sister lieth low; 
Chained and oppressed she lieth. 
Spare her that cruel b£ow. 
We ask not for the freedom 

Hearen has Tonchsatfed to thee» 
Nor bid thee share with IieUmd 

The empire of the sea ; 
Her chHdr^n ask no shelter, — 
Leave them the stormy sky ; 
They ask not for thy hanrests. 
For they know how to die : 
Deny them, if it please thee, 

A grare beneath the sod : — 
Bat we do cry, O England, 
Leave them th^ir faith in God I 

Take, if thou wilt, the earnings 

Of the poor peasant's toil. 
Take all tiie scanty prodaoe 

ThM grows on Irish soil, 
To pay die alien preachers 

Whom IreUmd will not hear, 
^o pay the scofifers at a Creed 

Which Irish hearts hold dear: 
Bat leave them, cruel England, 

The gi(t their God has given. 
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Leave them their ancient worship. 
Leave them their £uth in Heaven. 

Yon come and ofifer Learning, — 

A mighty gift, 't is tme ; 
Perchance the greatest blessing 

That now is known to you. 
But not to see the wonders 

Sages of old beheld 
Can Siey peril a priceless treasure. 

The Faith their Fathers Jield ; 
For in learning and in science 

They may forget to pray, -r- 
God will not ask for knowledge 

On the great judgment day. 

When, in their wretched cabins. 

Backed by the fever pain. 
And the weak cries of their children 

Who ask for food in vain ; 
When starving, naked, helpless, 

From the shed that keeps them warm 
Ifan has driven them forth to perish. 

In a less cruel storm ; — 
Then, then, we plead for mercy, 

Then, Sister, hear our ciy 1 
For all we ask, O England, 

Is — leave tliem there to die 1 
Cursed is the food and raiment 

For which a soul is sold ; 
Tempt not another Judas 

To barter God for gold. 
You offer food and shelter 

If they their fiuth deny : — 
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What do you gain, O England, 

■ Bj such a shallow lie ? 

We will not judge the tempted,— 

Maj God blot out their shame, — > 
He sees the misery round them. 

He knows man's feeble frame ; 
His pity still may save them. 

In His strength they must trust 
Who calls us dl His children. 

Yet knows we arc but dust. 

Then leave them the kind tending 

Which helped their childish years ; 
Leave them the gracious comfort 

Which dries the mourner's tears ; 
Leave them to that great motlier 

In whose bosom they were bom ; 
Leave them the holy mysteries 

That comfort the forlorn : 
And, amid all their trials. 

Let the Great Gift abide. 
Which you, O prosperous England, 

Have dared to cast aside. 
Leave them the pitying Angels, 

And Mary's gentle aid, 
For which earth's dearest treasures 

Were not too dearly paid. 
Take back your bribes, then, England, 

Your gold is black and dim. 
And if God sends plague and famine. 

They can die and go to Him. 
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THE JUBILEE OF 1850. 



[Th« titles of the « Island of Saints )' and the " Dowev 
of oar Lady," though more ftequently applied to Ireland, 
Were often ipyen to Bngbuid in former times.] 




LESS ^d, ye happy Lands, 
For your more favored lot : 
Our England dwells apart, 
Yet O- forget her not. 
While, with united joy, 

This day you all adore, 
Bemember what she was. 

Though her voice is heard no more. 
Pray for our desolate land. 
Left In her pride and power : -^ 
She was the Isle of Saints, 
She was Our Lady's Dower. 

Look on her ruined Altars ; 

He dwelleth there no more : 
Think what her empty churches 

Have been in times of yore ; 
She knows the names no longer 

Of her own sainted dead. 
Denies the £uth they held. 

And the cause for which they bled. 
Then pray for our desolate land. 
Left in her pride and power : — 
Sue was the Isle of Saints, 
She was Our Lady's Dower! 
13 
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Fray that her vast Cathedrals, 

Deserted, empty, bare, 
May once more echo accents 

Of Love, and Faith, and Prayer ; 
That the holy sign may bless ns. 
On wood, and field, and plain. 
And Jesus, Mary, Joseph, ^ 

May dwell with us again. 
i Pnty* ye more faithful nations, 

In this most happy hour : — 
She was the Isle of Saints, 
She was Our Lady's Dower. 

Beg of our Lord to give hsx 

The gift she cast aside. 
And in His mercy pardon 

Her faithlessness and pride : 
Pray to her Saints, who worship 
Before God's mercy Throne ; 
Look where our Queen is dwelling. 
Ask her to claim her own. 

To give her the proud titles 
Lost in an evil hour : «- 
She was the Isle of Saints, 
She was Our Lady's Dgwcnr. 




I 

CBRiSTMAS FLOWEnS. 355 ' 



CHRISTMAS FLOWERS. 

J|H£ £arth is so bleak and deserted, 
So cold the winds blow, 
That no bud or no blossom will venture 
To peep frotai below ; 
But, longing for spring-time, they nestle 
Deep under the snow. 

O, in May how we honored Our Lady, 

Her own month of flowers 1 
How happy we were with our garlands 

Throu^ all the 'spring hours ! 
All her shrines, in the church or the way-side, 

Were made into bowers. 

And in August — her glorious Assumption ; 

What feast was so bright ! 
What clusters of virginal lilies. 

So pure and so white ! 
Why, the incense could scarce overpower 

Their perfume that night. 

And through her dear feasts of October 

The roses bloomed still ; 
Our baskets were laden with flowers, 

. Her vases to flU : 
Oleanders, geraniums, and myrtles. 

We chose at our wilL 

And we know when the Purification, 
Her first feast, comes round. 
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The early spring flowers, to greet it. 

Just opening are found ; 
And pure, white, and spotless, the snowdrop 

Will pierce the dark ground. 

And now, in this dreary December, 

Our glad hearts are fain 
To see if Earth comes not to help us ; 

We seek all in vain : 
Not tlie tiniest blossom is coming 

Till Spring breathes again. 

And the bright feast of Christmas is dawmog. 

And Mary is blest ; 
For now she will give us her Jesus, 

Our dearest, our best. 
And see where she stands, the Maid-Mother, 

Her Babe on her breast I 

And not one .poor garland to give her. 

And yet now, behold, 
How the Kings bring their gifts — myrrh, and incenfle. 

And bars of pure gold : 
And the Shepherds have brought for the Bab/ 

Some lambs from then* folds. 

He stretches His tiny hands towards us. 

He brings us all grace ; 
And look at His Mother who holds Him, — 

The smile on her face 
Says they welcome the humblest gifts 

In the manger we place. 

Where love takes, let love give ; and so doubt not : 
Love counts but the will. 
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And tha heart has its flowers of deyotion 

No Winter can chill ; 
Thej who cared for ** good will " that first Christmas 

Will care for it still. 

In the Chaplet on Jesus and Marj, 

From our hearts let us call. 
At each Ave Maria we whisper 

A rosebud shall fall. 
And at each Gloria Patri a lily. 

The crown of them all ! 



A DESIKE. 

TO have dwelt in Bethlehem 

When the star of the Lord shone bright I 
To have sheltered the holy wanderers 
On that blessM Christmas night ; 
To have kissed the tender wayworn feet 

Of the Mother undefiled. 
And, with reverent wonder and deep delight. 
To have tended the Holy Child ! 

Hush ! such a glory was not for thee ; 

But that care may still be thine ; 
For are there not little ones still to aid 

For the sake of the Child divine ? 
Are there no wandering Pilgrims now, 

To thy heart and thy home to take ? 
And are there no mothers whoso weary hearts 

You can comfort for Mary's sake ? 
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to havo knelt at Jesus' feet. 

And to have learnt His heavenly lore ! 
To have listened the gentle lessons He taught 

On mountain, and sea, and shore ! 
TVliile the rich and the mighty knew Him not. 

To have meekly done His will: — 
Hush ! for the worldly reject Him yet, 

You can serve and lore Him still. 
Time cannot silence His mighty wd^, 

And though ages have fled away, 
His gentle accents of love divine 

Speak to your soul to-day. 

to have solaced that weeping one 

Whom the righteous dared despise I 
To have tenderly, bound up her scattered hair. 

And have dried her tearful eyes 1 
Hush 1 there are broken hearts to soothe, 

And penitent tears to dry. 
While Magdalen prays for you and them. 

From her home in the starry sky. 

O to have followed the mournful way 

Of those faithful few forlorn ! 
And grace, beyond even an angel's hope. 

The Cross for our Lord have borne 1 
To havo sliared in His tender mother's grief^ 

To have wept at Mary's side. 
To. luive lived as a child in her home, and then 

In her loving care have died I 

Hush 1 and with reverent sorrow still, 

Mary's great anguish share ; 
And learn, for the sake of her Son divino. 

Thy cross, like His, to bear. 
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The sorrows that weigh on thj soul unite 
With those which thj Lord has borne, 

And Mary will comfort thj djdng hour. 
Nor leave thy soul forlorn. 

O to have seen what we now adore, 

And, though veiled to Pithless sight, 
To have known, in the form that Jesus wore. 

The Lord of Life and Light! 
Hush I for He dwells among us still. 

And a grace can jet be thine, 
Which the scofier and doubter can never know, -* 

The Presence of the Divine. 
Jesus is with His children jet. 

For His word can never deceive ; 
Go where His lowl j Altars rise« 

And worship, and believe. 



OUR DAILY BREAD. 




IVE us our dailj Bread, 

O God, the bread of strength I 
For we have learnt to know 
How weak we are at length. 
As children we are weak. 

As children must be fed ; — 
Give us Thj Grace, O Lord, 
To be our dailj Bread. 

Give u oar dailj Bread, — 
The bitter bread of giief. 
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We sought earth's poisoned feasti 
For pleasure and relief ; 

We sought her deadly fruits, 
But now, O God, instead. 

We ask Thy healing grief 
To be our daily Bread. 

Give us our daily Bread 

To cheer our fainting soul ; 
The feast of comfort, Lord, 

And peace, to make us whole : 
For we are sick of tears, 

The useless tears we shed ; -* 
Now give us comfort, Lord, 

To be our dally Bread. 

Give us our daily Bread, 

The Bread of Angels, Lord, 
By us, so many times, 

Broken, betrayed, adored : 
His Body and His Blood ; — 

The feast that Jesus spread : 
Give Him — our life, our all— 

To be our daily Bread 1 



THREEFOLD. 

OTHER of grace and mercy. 
Behold how burdens three 
Weigh down my weary spirit, 
AjQd drive me here — to ThMi 
Three gifts I place forever 
Before thy shrine : 
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The threefold ofiering of my love, 
Maiy, to thine ! 

The Fast : with all its memories, 

Of pain — that stings me yet ; 
Of sin — that brought repentance ; 

Of joy — that brooght regret. 
That which has been ; — forever 

So bitter-sweet — 
I lay in humblest offering 

Before thy feet. 

The Present : that dark shadow 

Through which we toil to-day ; 
The slow drops of the chalice ' 

That must not pass away. 
Mother 1 I dare not struggle, 

Still less despair : 
I place my Present in thy hands, 

And leave it there. 

The Future : holding all things 

Which I call hope or fear, 
Brings sin and pain, it may be. 

Nearer and yet more near. 
Mother 1 this doubt and shrinking 

Will not depart. 
Unless I trust my Future 

To thy dear Heart 

Making the Past my lesson. 

Guiding the Present right. 
Ruling the misty Future, — 

Bless them and me to-night 




3fo CONFWO ET C0NQUIE8C0. 

What may be, u^ ^^"^ mnst be. 

And what has been, 
In thy dear care forever 

I leave, mj Qaeen I 



CONFTOO ET CONQUIESCO. 

8. iQHAnot 

RET not, poor sonl : while donbt and fear 

Difltiirb thj- breast, 
The pitying angels, who can see 
How vain thy wild regret must be. 

Say, Trust and Best 

Plan not, nor scheme, — bat calmly wait ; 

His choice is best. 
While blind and erring is thy sight. 
His wisdom sees and judges right, 

So Trust and Best 

Strive not, nor struggle : thy poor might 

Can never wrest 
The meanest thing to serve thy will ; 
All power is His alone : Be still, 

And Trust and Best 

Desire not: self-love is strong 

Within thy bieast; 
And yet He loves thee better still. 
So let Him do His loving will, 

And Tmst and Best 
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What dost thou fear ? His wisdom reigns 

Supreme confessed; 
His power is infinite ; His love 
Thy deepest, fondest dreams above; — 

So Trust and Best. 



OKA PBO ME. 




MARIA 1 bright and pare, 
Hear, O hear me when I praj I 
Pains and pleasures try the pilgryn 
On his long and weary way ; 
Fears and perils are around me, — 
Ora pro me. 

Mary, see my heart is burdenedy 
Take, O take the weight away. 

Or help me, that I may not mnrmnr 
If it is a cross you lay 

On my weak and trembling heart, — bat 
Ora pro me. 

Mary, Mary, Queen of Heaven I 

Teach, O teach me to obey : 
Lead me on, though fierce temptations 

Stand and meet me in the way ; 
When I fiiil and fiunt, my mother, 
Ora pro me. 

Tfaenshalll — ifthoa, Maiy, 
Art my strong support and stay — 
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Fear nor feel the threefold danger 
Standing forth in dread array ; 
Now and ever shield and guard me, 
Ora pro me. 

When my eyes are slowly closing, 
And I fade from earth away, 

And when Death, the stem destroyer. 
Claims my body as his prey, — 

Claim my soul, and then, sweet Mary, 
Ora pro me. 



THE CHURCH IN 1849. 

MIGHTY Mother, hearken ! for thy 
foes 
(rather around thee, and exulting cry 
That thine old strength is gone and 
thou must die. 
Pointing with fierce rejoicing to thy woes. 
And is it so ? The raging whirlwind blows 
No stronger now than it has done of yore : 
Rebellion, strife, and sin have been before ; 
The same companions whom thy Master chose. 
We too rejoice : we know thy might is more 

When to the world thy glory seemeth dim ; 
Nor can Hell's gates prevail to conquer Thee, 

Who hearest over all the voice of Him 
Who chose thy first and greatest P!rince should bo 
A fisher on the Lake of Galilee. 
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FISHERS OF MEN. 

HE boats are out, and the storm is high ; 
We kneel on the shbre and pray : 
The Star of the Sea sliines still in the sky. 
And God is oar help and stay. 

The fishers are weak, and the tide is strong, 
And their boat seems slight and frail ; 

Bat St. Peter has steered it for them so long, 
It would weather a roogher gale. 

St. John the BelovM sails with them too. 

And his loving words they hear; 
So with tender trast the boat's brave crew 

Neither doubt, or pause, or fear. 

He who sent them fishing is with them still. 

And He bids them cast their net ; 
And He has the power their boat to fill. 

So we know He will do it yet. 

They have cast their nets again and again. 

And now call to us on shore ; 
If our feeble prayers seem only in vain, 

We will pray and pray the more. 

Though the storm is loud, and our voice is drowned 

By the roar of the wind and sea. 
We know that more terrible tempests found 

Their Ruler, O Lord, in Thee 1 
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See, ihey do not pause, they are toiling on. 

Yet they cast a loving glance 
On the star above, and ever anon 

Look up through the blue expanse. 

O Mary, listen 1 for danger is nigh, 
And we kno^r thon art near us then ; 

For thy Son's dear servants to thee we cry. 
Sent out as fishen of men. 

O, watch, — as of old thon didst watch the boat 

On the Galilean lake, •— 
And grant that the fishen may keep aflo«t 

Till the net0, o'ercharged, shall break. 



THE OLD TEAR'S BLESSING. 




AM fading from yon. 
Bat one draw^ near. 

Called the Angel-guardian 
Of the coming year. 



If my giAa and graces 

Coldly you forget, 
Let the New Year's Angel 

Bless and crown them yet 

For we work together; 

He and I are one : 
Let him end and perfect 

All J leave undone. 
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I bxoQ^t Good Desires, 

Thoagh as yet bat seeds ; 
Let the New Year make than 

BLooMia into Deeds. 

I brought Joy to brighten 

Many happy days ; * 
Let the New Year's Angel 

Tora it into Praise* 

If I gate yon Sidtness^ 

If I bronght yon Care, 
Let him make one Padenoe, 

And tiie other Prayer. 

Where I brought yon Sorrow, 
Through his care, at length. 

It may rise triumphant 
Into fiitme Strength. 

If I brought yon Plenty, 

All width's bounteous charms, 

Shall not the New Angel 
Tnm them into Alms 1 

I gaye Health and Leisure, 

Skill to dream and plan ; 
Let him make them nobler ; — > 

Work fat God and Man. 

If I bn^Le your Idols, 

Showed you they were dust, 

Let him torn the Knowledge 
Into heavenly Trust. 
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If I brought Temptadon, 

Let sin die awaj 
Into boundless Pi^ 

For all hearts that stray. 

If your list of Errors 
Dark and long appears. 

Let this new-bom Monarch 
Melt them into Tears. 

May you hold this Angel 
Dearer than the last, — 

So I bless his Future, 
While he crowns my Fast 



EVENING CHANT. 

TBE W before our Lady's Picture 
Hoses — flushing like the sky 
Where the lingering western cloudlets 
Watch the daylight die. 

Violets steeped in dreamy odors, 

Humble as the Mother mild, 
Blue as were her eyes when watching 

O'er her sleeping Child. 

Strew white Lilies, pure and spotless. 
Bending on their stalks of green, 

Bending down with tender pity, — 
Like our Holy Queen. 
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Let the flowers spend their fragrance 

On our Lady's own dear shrine, 
While we claim her gracious help^lg 

Near her Son divine. 

Strew before oar Lady's pictnre 

Gentle flowers, fair and sweet ; 
Hope, and Fear, and Joy, and Sorrow, 

Place, too, at her feet. 

Hark ! the Angelns is ringing, •— 
Ringing through the fading light. 

In the heart of every Blossom 
Leave a prayer to-night. 

All night long will Mary listen, 
While our pleadings fond and deep 

On their scented breath are rising 
For ua — while we sleep. 

Scarcely through the starry silence 

Shall one trembling petal stir. 
While they breathe their own sweet firagnnce 

And our prayers — to Her. 

Peace to every heart that loves her I * 

All her children shall be blest : 
While She prays and watches for u^ 

We wlU trust and rest. 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

moon that now is shining 

In skies so blue and bright, 

Shone ages since on Shepherds 

Who watched their flocks by night. 
There was no soond upon the earthy 

The azure air was still. 
The sheep in quiet clusters }aj. 
Upon the grassy hilL 

When lo ! a white-winged Angel 

The watchers stood before, 
And told how Christ was bom on earth. 

For mortals to adore ; 
He bade the trembling Shepherds 

Listen, nor be afraid. 
And told how in a manger 

The glorioiu Child was laid. 

When suddenly in the Heavens 

Appeared an Angel band, 
(The while in reverent wonder 

The Syrian Shepherds stand,) 
And all &e bright host chanted 

Words that shall never cease, ^^ 
Glory to God in the highest. 

On earth good-will and peace ! 

The vision in the heavens 
Faded, and all was still, 
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And the wondering shepherds left their flocks, 

To feed apon the hill : 
Towards the blessed city 

Quickly their coarse they held. 
And in a lowly stable 

Virgin and Child beheld. 

Beside a humble manger 

Was the Maiden Mother mild. 
And in her arms her Son divine, 

A new-bom Infant, smiled. 
No shade of future sorrow 

From Calvary then was cast ; 
Only the glory was revealed, 

The suffering was not passed. 

The Eastern kings before him knelt, 

And rarest offerings brought ; 
, The shepherds worshipped and adored 

The wonders God had wrought : 
They saw the crown for Israers King, 

The future's glorious part : '— 
But all these things the Mother kept 

And pondered in her heart 

Now wo. that Maiden Mother 

The Queen of Heaven call ; 
And the Child we call our Jesus^ 

Saviour and Judge of all. 
But the star that shone in Bethlehem 

Shines still, and shall not cease. 
And we listen still to the tidings. 

Of Glory and of Peace. 
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OUR TITLES. 

I we not Nobles ? we who trace 
Our pedigree so high 
That God for us and for our race 
Created Earth and Sky, 
And Light and Air and Time and Spao^ 
To serve us and then die. 

Are we not Princes ? we who stand 

As heirs beside the Throne ; 
We who can call the promised Land 

Our Heritage, our own ; 
And answer to no less command 

Than God's, and His alone. 

Are we not Kings ? both night and dajr« 

From early until late, ^ 
About our bed, about our way, 

A guard of Angels wait ; 
And so we watch and work and pray 

In more than royal stale. 

Are we not holy ? Bo not start : 

It is God's sacred will 
To call us Temples set apart 

His Holy Ghost may fill : 
Our very food . . . . O hush, my Hear^ 

Adore IT and be still! 

Are we not more ? our Life shall bo 
Immortal and divine. 
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The natore Maiy gave to Thee* 

Dear Jesus, still k Thine ; 
Adoring in Thy Heart, I see 

Such blood as beats in mine. 

O God, that we ean dare to fidl. 

And dare to say we must 1 
O God, that we can ever trail 

Such banners in tlie dust, 
Can let such starry honors pale. 

And such a Blazon rust 1 

Shall we upon «ach Titles hring 

The taint of sin and shame? 
Shall we, the children of the King 

"Wlio 'hold so grand a claim, 
Tarnish by any meaner thing 

The glory of onr Jtame ? 



MINISTERING ANGELS. 

NGELS of light, spread your bright wings 
and keep 
Near me at mezn : 
Nor in the starry eve, nor midnight deep. 
Leave me forlorn. 



!E^m aU dark spirits -of unholy power 
Guard my weak heart 

Circle around me in each perilous hoar. 
And take my part. 
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From all foreboding thoughts and dangerous fears, 

Keep me secure ; 
Teach me to hope, and through the bitterest tears 

StiU to endure. 

If lonely in the road so £ur and wide 

My feet should stray, 
Then through a rougher, safer pathway guide 

Me day by day. 

Should my heart faint at its unequal strife^ 

still be near I 
Shadow the perilous sweetness of this life 

With holy fear. 

Then leave me not alone in this bleak world. 

Where'er I roam. 
And at the end, ^rith your bright wings unfurled, 

O take me home ! 



THE SHRINES OP MART. 



HERE are many shrines of Our Lady, 
In different lands and climes. 
Where I can remember kneeling 
In old and belovM times. 



They arise now like stars before me, 
Through the long, long night of years ; 

Some are bright with a heavenly radiance. 
And others shine out through tears. 
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They arise too like mystical flowers. 
All different, and all the same, — 

As they lie in my heart like a garland 
That is wreathed round Mary's name. 

Thos each shrine has two consecrations ; 

One all the faithfol can trace. 
Bat one is for me and me only, 

Holding my sool with its grace. 



A shrine in a quaint old Chapel 
De&ced and broken with years, 

Where the pavement is worn with kneeling, 
And the step with kisses and tears. 

She is there in the dawn of morning. 
When the day is blue and bright. 

In the shadowy evening twilight 
And the silent, starry night. 

Through the dim old painted window 
The Hours look down, and shed 

A different glory upon her, 
Violet, purple, and red. 

And there — in that quaint old Chapel 

As I stood one day alone — 
Came a royal message from Mary, 

That claimed my life as her own. 
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n. 

I remember a vast Cathedral 

Which holds the struggle and strife 

Of a grand and powerful dly, 

As the heart holds tbe throb of a life. 

Where the ebb and the flow of paMioay 

And sin in its rushing tide, 
Have dashed on that worn stone chapel^ 

Dashed, and broken, and died. 

And aboY6 the voices of sorrow 
And the tempter's clamorous din. 

The voice of Mary has spoken 

And conquered the pain and the 'mn : 

For long agea and generations 

Have come there to strive and to pray ; 

She watched and guided them living. 
And does not forget them to-day. 

And once, in that strange, vast City 
I stood in Its great stone square, 

Alone in the crowd and the turmoil 
Of the pitiless Southern glare ; 

And a grief was upon my spirit, 
Which I could not cast away, 

It weighed on my heart all the nigh^time, 
And it fretted my life aXL day. 

So then to that calm, cool refuge 
I turned from the noisy street, 
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And I carried my bnrden of 661TOW— 
Aad left it at Mary's feet 



m. 

I remember a lonely cfaapd 

With a tender claim upon me ; - 

It Was built for the sailors only, 
And they call it the Star of the Sea. 

And the mnrmnring ohant of the Vespers 
Seems caught up by the wailing breeze. 

And the tiirob of the organ is echoed 
By the rash of tiie silver seas. 

And the yotive hearts and the anchon 
Tell of danger and peril past ; 

Of the liope deferred ^and the waitings 
And the <;omfoirt that came at ]a»U 

I too had. a perilous venture, 

On a stormy and treacherous mun. 

And I too was pleading to Mtiry 
From the depths of a heart in pai& 

It was not a life in peril, — 
O God, it was far, far morel 

And the whirlpool of Hell's temptationd 
Lay between the wreck and the shore. 

Thick mists hid the light of the beacon, 
And the voices of warning were dumb ; 

80 I knelt by the Altar of Mary, 
And told her Her faonr was come. 
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For she waits till Earth's aid forsakes ns, 
Till we know oar own efforts are vain ; 

And we wait, in onr faithless blindness. 
Till no chance but her prayers remain. 

And now in that sea-side chapel 
Bj that humble village shrine 

Hangs a heart of silver, that tells her 
Of the love and the gladness of mine. 



IV. 

There is one far shrine I remember 

In the years that are fled away, 
Where the grand old mountains are gOArding 

The glories of night and day. 

Where the earth in her rich, glad beanty 
Seems made for oar Lady's throne. 

And the stars in their radiant clusters 
Seem fit for her crown alone. 

Where the balmy breezes of summer 

On their odorous pinions bear 
The fragrance of orange blossoms, 

And the chimes of the Convent prayer. 

There I used to ask for Her blessing 
As each summer twilight was gray ; 

There I used to kneel at her Altar 
At each blue, calm dawn of day. 

There in silence was Victory granted. 
And the terrible strife begun. 



\ 
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fhat only with Her protection 

Could be dared, or sofiered, or won. 

If I love the name of that Altar, 

And the thought of those days gone bj, 

It is only the Heart of Mary 
And my own that remember why. 



Where long ages of toil and of sorrow. 

And Poverty's weary doom, 
Have clustered together so closely 

That life seems shadowed with gloom. 

Where crime that lurks in the darkness * 
And vice that glares at the day 

Make the spirit of hope grow weary. 
And the spirit of love decay. 

Where the feet of the wretched and sinfol 
Have closest and ofbenest trod. 

Is a house, as humble as any. 
Yet we call it the House of Qod. 

It is one of our Lady's Chapels ; 

And though poorer than all the rest. 
Just because of the sin and the sorrow, 

I think she loves it the best. 

There are no rich gifts on the Altar, 
The shrine is humble and bare. 

Yet the poor and the sick and the tempted 
.Think their home and their heaven is there. 
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And before that humble Altar 

Where Our Lady of Sorroir standu, 

I knelt with a weary longing, 
And I iaid a tow in her hands. 

And I know, when I enter softly 
And panse at that shrine to pray, 

That the fret and the strife and the bnrden 
Will be softened and laid away. 

And the Prayer and the Vow that sealed it 
Have bound my soul to that shrine, 

For the Mother of Sorrows remembea 
Her promise, and waits for mine. 



It is one k>ng chaplet of memories 

Tender 'and true and sweet. 
That gleam ia the Past and the DislMiot 

Like lamps that bum at her feet. 

Like stars that wiU shine forerer. 
For time cannot touch or stir 

The graces that Mary has given. 
Or the trust that we give to her. ■ 

Past griefs are perished and over. 
Past joys have vanished and died. 

Past loves are fled and forgotten. 
Past hopes have been laid aside. 

Past fears have fiided in daylight. 
Past sins have melted in tears ; — . 
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One Love and Bemembrance only 
Seems aliTe in thoie dead old yeaa. 

So wherever I look in tke distance, 
And whenever I tnm to the Past, 

There is always a shrine of Mary 
Each brighter still than the last 

I will ask for one grace, O Mother ! 

And will leave the rest to thy will : 
From one shrine of thine to another. 

Let my Life be a Pilgrimage still I 

At each one, O Mother of Mercy 1 
Let still more of thy love be given. 

Till I kneel at the last and brightest, — 
The Throne of the Queen of Heaven. 



THE HOMELESS POOB. 

ALM the city lay in midnight silence. 
Deep on streets and roofs the snow 
lay white ; 
Then I saw an Angel spread his pinions 
Bising up to Heaven to meet the uighti 




mm 



In his hands he bore two crowns of Uliea, 
Sweet with sweetness not of earthly flowers. 

But a coronal of prayers for Heaven 

He had gathered through the evening hoars ; -* 
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He had gathered in that mighty city 

Through whose streets and pathways he had trod. 
Till he wove into a winter garland 

Prayers that £EUthfiil hearts had sent to God. 

Through the azure midnight he was rising ; 

As I watched, I saw his upward flight 
Checked by a mighty Angel, whose stem challenge^ 

Like a silver blast, rang through the night. 

Then strange words upon the silence broken 
And I listened as the Angels spoke. 



THB ANOEL OF FIL4.TEB8. 

" I have come from wandering through the city, 
I have been to seek a garland meet 

To be placed before His throne in Hearen, 
To be laid at His dear Mother's feet. 

«' I hare been to one of England's Hayens, — 
To a Home for peace and honor planned, 

Where the kindly lights of joy and duty 
Meet and make the glory of the land. 

** There I heard the ring of children's laughter 
Hushed to eager silence ; I could see 

How the father stroked their golden tresses 
As they clustered closer round his knee. 

" And I heard him tell, with loving honor. 
How the wanderers to Bethlehem came, 

And I saw each head in reverence bowing 
When he named the Holy Child's dear 
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" Then he told how houseless, homeless, friendlesa^ 
They had wandered wearily and long, -^ 

Of the manger where our Lord was cradled. 
Of the Shepherds listening to our song. 

" As he spoke, I heard his accents falter, 
And I saw each childish heart was stirred 

With a loving throb of tender pity 

At the sorrowful, sweet tale they heard. 

" As the children sang their Christmas carol 
I could see the mother's eyes grow dim. 

And she held her baby closer, — feeling 
Most for Mary through her love for him. 

" So I gathered from that home, as flowers. 
All the tender, loving words I heard 

Given this night to Jesus and to Mary, — 
Look at them, and say if I have erred." 



THE ANGEL OF DEEDS. 

" In that very street, at that same hour. 

In the bitter air and drifting sleet. 
Crouching in a doorway was a mother. 

With her children shuddering at her feet. 

** She was silent ; — who would hear her pleading 1 
Men and beasts were housed ; but she must stay 

Houseless in the great and pitiless city, . 
Till the dawning of the winter day. 

« Homeless — while her fellow-men are resting 
Calm and blest : their very dogs are fed. 
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Warm and sheltered, and their sleeping children 
Safely nestled in each little hed. 

'* She can only draw her poor rags closer 
Bound her wailing baby, — closer hold 

One, the least and sickliest, — while the others 
Creq> together, tired, hungry, cold. 

" What are these poor dowers thon hast gathered 1 
Cast such fragile, worthless tokens by : 

Will He prize mere words of love and honor 
While Hie Homeless Poor are left to die I 

« He has said — His tmths are all eternal^ 
What He said both has been and shall be, — 

What y€ have not done to these my poor ones, 
Lo! ye have not done it unto Me.** 



Then I saw the Angel with the flowen 
Bow Iiis head and answer, "It is well," 

As he cast a wreath of lilies earthward. 
And I saw them wither as they felL 

Once again the Angel raised his head. 
Smiled and showed the other wreath and said : 



THS ANOEL OF P&ATEBS. 

« I hare been where, kneeling at the Altar, 
Hushed in reverent awe, a faithjful throng 

Have tills night adored the Holy Presence^ 
Worshipping with incense, prayer, and«>ilg; 
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« Every head was bowed in loving honor, 
Every heart with loving awe was thrilled ; 

Earth and things of earth seemed all forgotten ; 
He was there — and meaner thoughts were stilled. 

'* There on many souls in strait and peril 

Did that g^racions Benediction fall, 
With the strength or peace or joy or warning 

He could give, who loved and knew them all. 

'< There was silence, but all hearts were speaking: 
When the deepest hush of silence fell. 

On the fragrant air and breathless longing 
Came the echo of one silver bell. 

" On each spirit such a flood of sweetness 
Broke — as we who dwell in Heaven feel, 

Then the Adoremus in etemum, 

Jubilant and strong, rolled peal on peaL 

«' They had given holy adoration. 

Tender words of love and praise ; all bright 
With the dew of contrite tears — such blossoms 

I am bearing to His throne to-night." 
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" Pause again : these flowers are fair and lovely, 
Radiant in their perfume and their bloom ; 

But not far from where you plucked this garland 
Is a squalid place in ghastly gloom. 

" There black waters in their luring silence 
Under loathsome arches crawl and creep. 
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There the rats and vermin herd together .... 
There God's poor ones sometimes come to sleep. 

" There the weary come, who through the daylight 
Pace the town, and crave for work in vain ; 

There they cronch in cold and rain and hanger. 
Waiting for another day of pain. 

«< In slow darkness creeps the dismal river ; 

From its depths looks np a sinful rest ; 
Many a weary, haffled, hopeless wanderer 

I^ it drawn into its treacherous breast. 

" There is near another River flowing, 

Black with guilt, and deep as' hell and sin ; 

On its brink even sinners stand and shudder, "- 
Cold and hanger goad the homeless in. 

" Yet these poor ones to His heart are dearer 
For their grief and peril : dear indeed 

Would have been the love that sought and fed 
them, 
Gave them warmth and shelter in their need. 

'<For His sake those tears and prayers are oflfered 
Which you bear as flowers to His throne ; 

Better still would be the food and shelter. 
Given for Him and given to His own. 

" Praise with loving deeds is dear and holy. 
Words of praise will never serve instead : 

Lo ! you ofier music, hymn, and incense— 
When He has not where to ky His hud*' 
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Then once more the Angel with the Flowers 
Bowed his head, and answered, " It is well," 

As ho cast a wreath of lilies earthwards. 
And I saw them wither as they fell. 

So the Vision faded, and the Angels 

Melted far into the starxy sky ; 
By the light npon the eastern Heayen 

I coold see another day was nigh. 

Wag it qnite a dream ? O God I we love Him ; 

All onr love, though weak, is given to Him \ — 
Why is it our hearts have been so hardened ? 

Why is it our eyes have been so dim ? 

Still as for Kmself the Infknt Jesus 
In His little ones asks food and rest, — 

Still as for His Mother He is pleading 
Just as when He lay upon her breast. 

Jesus, then, and Mary still are with us, — • 
Night will find the Child and Mother near. 

Waiting for the shelter we deny them. 

While we tell them that we hold them dear. 

Help us, Lord ! not these Thy poor ones only^ 
They are with us always, and shall be : — 

Help the blindness of onr hearts, and teach ns 
In Thy homeless ones to succor Thee. 
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MILLT'S EXPIATION, 

THB PBIBSt's STOBT. 



HERE are times when all these tenon 

Seem to fade, and &de away. 
Like a nightmare's ghastly presenos 
In the trnthfnl dawn of day. 
There are times, too, when before mQ 

They arise, and seem to hold 
In their grasp my very being 

With the deadly strength of old. 
Till my spirit quails within me, 
And my very heart grows cold. 



For I watched when Cold and Hnnger, 

Like wild beasts that songht for prej% 
With a savage glare crept onward 

Until men were turned at bay. 
Ton have never seen those hunters. 

Who have never known that fear. 
When life costs a crust, and costing 

Even that is still too dear : 
But, you know, I lived in Ireland 

In the fatal famine year. 

III. 
Yes, those days are now forgotten ; 
God be thanked I men can forget ; 
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Time's great gift can heal the fevers 

Cailed Remembrance and Regret. 
Man despises such forgetting ; 

But I think the Angels know, 
Since each hour brings new burdens. 

We must let the old ones go, — • 
Very weak, or very no))le 

Are the few who cling to woe. 



As a 'child, I lived in Connanght, 

And from dawn till set of sun 
Played with all the peasant-children, 

* So I knew them every one. 
There was not a cabin near ns, 

But I had my welcome there ; 
Though of money-help in those dayi 

We had none ourselves to spare. 
Yet the neighbors had no trouble 

That I did not know and share. 



O that great estate ! the Landlord 

Was abroad, a good man too ; 
And the agent was not cruel. 

But he had hard things to do. 
As a child I saw great suffering 

Which I could not understand, 
So I went back as a man there 

With redress and helping planned ; 
But I found, on reaching Connaught, 

There was famine in the land. 
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Well, I worked, I toiled, I labored ; 

So, thank God, did many more ; 
But I had a special pity 

For the place I knew before. 
It was changed ; the old were yanished; 

Those who had been workers there 
Were grown old now ; and the chEdrexi, 

With their sunny eyes and hair. 
Were a ragged army, fighting 
. Hand to hand with black despair. 



There were some I sought out, lodging 

For the old familiar face, 
For the hearty Irish welcome 

To tlxe weU-known comer pkce ; 
So I saw them, and I found it. 

But of all whom I had knowB, 
I cared most to see the Connon : 

Their poor cabin stood alone 
In the deep heart of the valley. 

By the old gray fJEory stone. 



They were decent people, holding. 

Though no richer than the rest, 
Still a place beyond their neighbors. 

With a tacit, unconfessed 
Pride — it may hare been — duit held them 

From complaint when things went ill ; 
I might guess when work was slacker. 

But no shadow seemed to chill 
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The warm welcome which they offered ; 
It was warm and cheerful still. 



Yet their home was changed : the fiither 

And\he mother were no more; 
And the brothers, Phil and Patrick, 

Kept starvation from the door. 
There were many little &ce^ 

Gathered round the old hearthstone; 
Bnt the children I had played with 

Were the men and women grown ; 
Phil and Patrick, Kate and Milly, 

Were the ones whom I had known. 



Kate was grown, bat little altered, 
. Just the sunburnt, rosy face, 
With its merry smile, whose shining 
' Seemed to Ught the darkest place. 
But all, young and old, held Milly 

As their dearest and their best. 
From the baby orphan-sisters 

Whom she hushed upon her breast, — 
43he it was who bore the burdens. 

Love and sorrow, for the rest. 



Yes, I knew the tall slight figure, 
And the face so pale and &ir, 

Crowned with long, long plaited 
Of her shining yellow hair ; 
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She was very calm and tender, 

Warm and brave, yet just and wise^ 

Meeting grief with tender pity. 
Sin with sorrowful surprise : 

I have fancied Angels watch us 
With such sad and loving eyes* 



Well, I questioned past and future. 

Heard of plans and hopes and fears ; 
How all prospects grew still darker 

With the shade of comiug years. 
Milly still deferred her marriage ; 

But the brothers urged of late 
She would leave them and old Ireland, 

And at least secure her fate ; 
Michael pleaded too, — but vainly ; 

Milly chose to wait and wciiL 

XIII. 

Though all liked her cousin Michael, -* 

He was steady, a good son, — 
Yet we wondered at the treasure 

Which his careless heart had won. 
Ah, he was not worth her I Milly 

Must have guessed our thought in part^ 
For she feigned such special deference 

For his judgment and his heart : 
The defiance and the answer . 

Of instinctive woman's art. 

XIV. 

But my duties would not let me 
Stay in one place ; I must go 
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Where the want and need were greatest ; 

So I travelled to and fro. 
And I coald hot give the bounty 

Which was meant for all to share, 
- Save in scanty portions, counting 

What each hamlet had to bear ; 
So my old home and old comrades 

Had to struggle with despair. 



I could note at every visit 

How all suffered more and more ; 
How the rich were growing poorer. 

The poor, poorer than before. 
And each time that I returned there, 

I could see the femine spread ; 
Till I heard of each fresh horror, 

Each new tale of fear and dread. 
With more pity for the living. 

More rejoicing for the dead. 



Yet through all the bitter trials 

Of that long and fearful time. 
Still the suffering came untended 

By its hideous sister, Crime. 
Earthly things seemed grown less potent, 

Eellow-sufFerers grown. more dear, 
Murmurs even hushed in silence. 

Just as if, in listening fear. 
While God spoke so loud in sorrow. 

They all felt He must be near. 
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But one day — I well remember 

How the warm soft autamn breeze. 
And the gladness of the sunshine. 

And the calmness of the seas, 
Seemed in strange unnatural contra9t 

To the tale of woe and dread 
Which I heard with painful wonder, — 

That the agent — I have said 
That he was not harsh or cruel — 

Had been shot at, and was dead. 

xyiii. 
For I felt in that small hamlet 

Mora or less X knew them all. 
And on some I cared for, surely, 

Must tjiis bitter vengeance fiaJl ; 
But I little dreamed how bitter. 

And the grief how great and wide, 
Till I heard th»t Michael Connor 

Was accused, and would be tried 
For this base and bloody murder ; 

Then I cried out that they lied I 

xiz. 

He, who might be weak and reckless. 

Yet was gentle and humane ; 
He who scarcely had the courage 

To inflict a needful pain, — 
Why, it could not be ! And Milly, 

With her honest, noble pride, 
And her faith and love, God help her 1 

It were better she had died. 
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So I thought, and thought, and pondeied. 
Till I knew thej must have lied. 

XX. 

There was want and death and hunger 

Near me then ; but this great crime 
Seemed to haunt me with its terror^ 

And grow worse and worse ¥rith time. 
Till I oould not bear it longer, 

And I turned my steps once more 
To the liamlet ; did not slacken 

Till I reached the cabin-door : 
Then I paused ; I nerer dreaded 

Tbe kind jirelcome there before. 

xzi. 

So I entered. Kate was sitting^ 

By the empty hearth ; around 
Were the diildren, ragged, hungry. 

Crouching silent on the ground. 
But a wail of grief and sorrow 

Rose, and Katie hid her face. 
Sobbing out she had no welcome, 

For a curse was on the place. 
And their honest name was corered 

With another's black disgrace. 

zxii. 
Then I soothed her ; asked for Milly ; 

And was told- she was away ; 
Gone as Alness to the trial. 

And the trial was that day. 
But all knew, so Katie told me, 

Hope or comfort there was none ; 
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They were sure to find him gniltjr, 
^d before to-monx>w*8 sun 

He most die. I dared not loiter. 
For the trial had begun. 



Yet I asked how Milly bore it ; 

And Kate told me some strange gleam 
Of wild hope seemed living in her. 

But all knew it was a dream. 
Then I mounted ; rode on faster, 

Faster still ; the way was long ; 
Hope and anger, fear and pity, 

Each by turns were loud and strongs 
And above all, infinite pity 

For the sorrow and the wrong. 



So I rpde and rode, and entered i 

On the crowded market-place. 
There was wonder, too, and pity 

Upon many a hungry face ; 
But I pushed on quicker, quicker. 

Every moment held a &te. 
As the great town-clock struck mid-daj» 

I alighted at the gate : 
No, the trial was not over ; 

I was not, thank God, too late, 



For I hoped ^the chance was meagre— 
That my true and earnest word 

Might avail him, if the question 
Of \aA former life was stirred ; 
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So the crowd believed : they parted. 

Let me take a foremost place/ 
Till I saw a shaking figure 

And a terror-stricken face : 
Was it guilt, or only terror 1 

Fear of death, or of disgrace 1 

XXVI. 

But a sudden breathless silence 

Hushed the lowest whisper there. 
And I saw a slight young figure 

Crowned with yellow plaited hair, 
Bise, and answer as they called her ; 

Rise before them all, and stand 
With no quiver in her accent, 

And no trembling in her hand. 
Just a flush upon her forehead 

Like a burning crimson brand. 



Slowly, steadily, and calmly, 

Then the awful words were said. 
Calling God in Heaven to witness 

To the truth of what she said. 
As the oath in solemn order 

On the reverent silence broke. 
Some strange terror and misgiving 

With a sudden start awoke : 
What fear was it seized upon me 

As I heard the words she spoke f 

XXVIII. 

As she stood there, looking onward. 
Onward, neither left nor right. 
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Did shd see some deadly pnrpose 

Buried, hidden oat of sight ? 
Did she see a blighting shadow 

From the cloudy future cast ? 
Or reluctant &ding from her 

Right and honor, — fading fast 
All her youth's remembered lessoDB, 

All the honest, noble past ? 



But her accents never faltered. 

As she swore the day and time. 
At the hour of the murder. 

At the moment of the crime. 
She had spoken with the prisoner . • • • 

Then a gasping joyful sigh 
Ban through all the court; they knew it,** 

Now the prisoner would not die ... . 
And I knew that God in Heaven 

Had been witness to a lie I 



Then I turned and looked at' IGchael ; 

Saw a rush of wonder stir 
Through his soul ; perplexed, bewildered^ 

He looked strangely up at her. 
Would he speak? could he have coumgel 

Where she fell, could he be strong ? 
Where she sinned, and sinned to save him. 

Could he thrust away the wrong 1 
That one moment's strange rtovnlaioii 

Seemed to me an hour long. 
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And I saw the sadden shrinking 

In her brothers ; wondering scorn 
In the glance they cast upon her 

Showed they knew she was forsworn. 
They were stem, by want made sterner; 

But the spot where Milly came 
In their hearts was soft and tender 

For her dear and honored name : 
Now the very love was hardened, 

And the honor turned to shame. 



So I left the place, nor lingered 

To see Michael, or to feign 
Joy where joy was mixed so strangely 

Both with pity and with pain. 
Many weeks I toiled and labored 

Far from there, but night and day 
One sad memory dwelt beside me. 

On my heart one shadow lay ; — 
. Light was faded, glory tarnished. 

And a sotti was cast away. 



It was evening ; and the sunset 
Glowed and glittered on the seas, 

When a great ship heaved its anchor. 
Loosed its sails to mieet the breu«. 

Sailing, sailing to the westward. 
Eyei were wet and hearts w«» sore ; 



L 
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Many a heart that Icf^ its country. 
Many a heart upon the shore. 

Knew that parting was forever, 
Said farewell for evermore. 

xxxiy. 

In that sad and silent evening. 

On the sunny, quiet beach. 
Lingered little groups of watchers. 

But with hearts too full for speech. 
As I passed, I knew so many, 

That my heart ached too that night. 
For the yearning love, that, gazing. 

Strained to see the last faint sight 
Of the great ship, sailing westward, 

Down the track of evening light. 



None were lonely though, — one sorrow 

Drew that evening heart to heart ; 
Only far from all the others 

One lone woman stood apart. 
There was something in the figure. 

Tall and slender, standing there. 
That I knew — yet no, I doubted — 

That forlorn and helpless air; 
When a gleam of sunset glory 

Showed her yellow braided hair. 



It was Milly : ere I sought her, 
One who knew her, standing by. 

Said, " Her people sailed from Ireland, 
And she stayed, but none knew why. 
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They were 8tro%; in that far countty 
Work such men Vere sure to fitid ; 

They had oflered to tRke Milly, 

Pressed her often, and been kind;. . 

Th'dy had taken the young chUdren, 
Only she was left behind. 

XXXVtl. 

«' Michael, too, was with them : doubly 

Had his fame been cleared by time ; 
For the murderer, lately dyin^, 

Had confessed and owned the crime : 
And yet Milly, lUXkeknew w&refore, 

Broke her plighted troth to him ; 
Parted, too, with all her loyed ones 

For some strange and selfish whim.*' . • • 
O, my heart was sore for Milly, 

And 1 felt my eyes grow dim. 

XXXVIII. 

She is still in Ireland ; dwelling 

Near the Old place, and alone; 
Just the same kind, loving spirit, 

Biit the old light heart is flown. 
When the humble toil is over 

For her scanty daily bread. 
Then she turns to nurse the sufiering. 

Or to pray beside the dead : 
BCany, many thankful blessings 

Fall each day upon her head. 

XXXIX. 

There is no distress or sorrow 
Milly does not try to cheer; 
26 
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There is never fever ra|^ng 

But you always findher near : 
And she knows -r- at least I thmk so -*- 

That I guess her secret pain, 
Why her Love and why her Sorrow 

Need be purified from stain, 
Keed in special consecration 

Be restored to God again. 



A CASTLE IN THE AIR. 



BUILT myself a castle, 
So noble, grand and £ur ; 

I built myself a castle, 
A castle — in the air. 



The fancies of my twilights 
That fade in sober truth. 

The longing of my sorrow. 
And the vision of my youth ; 

The plans of joyful futures ; 

So dear they used to seem ; 
The prayer that rose unbidden. 

Half prayer — and half a dream ; 

The hopes that died nnuttered 
Within this heart of mine ; — 

For all these tender treasures 
My castle was the shrine. 
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I looked at all the castles 

That rise to grace the land. 
Bat I never saw another 

So stately or so grand. 

And now you see it shattered. 

My castle in the air ; 
It lies, a dreary ruin. 

All desolate and bare. 

I cannot boild another, 

I saw that one decay ; 
And strength and heart and conrage 

pied out the self-same day. 

Yet still, beside that min, 

With hopes as deep and fond, 
I waited with an infinite longing. 

Only — I look beyond. 



PER PACEM AD LUCEM. ^ 

DO not ask, O Lord, that life may be 

A pleasant road ; 
I do not ask that Thou wonldst take 
from me 

Anght of its load ; 

I do not ask that flowers should always spring 

Beneath my feet ; 
I know too well the poison and the sting 

Of ^ngs too sweet. 
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"For one thing only, Lord, deiir Lord, I plead, 

Lead me aright — 
Thongh strength «hould &lter, and'tboagh heart 
should bleed — 

Through Peace to Light 

I do not ask, O Lord, that thou shouklAt 9hed 

Full radiance here ; 
Give bat a ray of peace, that I may' tread 

Without a fear. 

I do n9t ask my cross to onderstanc!. 

My way to see ; 
Better in darkness just to feel 'Thy hand 

And follow Thee. 

Joy is like restless day ; bat peaee divine . 

Like quiet night : 
Lead me, O Lord, — till perfect Day shall shine. 

Through Peace to Light 



A LEGEKD. 

I. 

^HE Honk was preaching: strong his 
earnest word. 
From lihe abundance of his heart he 
spoke. 

And the flame spread, '^ in every soul that heafd 
Sorrow and lore and good resolye «woke : — 




J 



The poor lay Brother, ignorant and old, 
Thanked God that he. ha4. heacd. snch words of 
gold. 



<' Still let the glorj, Iioid, be thiiM' alolw/' — 
So prajed the^ Monk, hia heart absorbed vti 
praise: 

** Thine be the glory : if my hands hare sown 
The harvest ripened in Thy mercy's rays, 

It was Xhy> blessing, Lord, that made my werd, 

Bring light and love to every soul that heard. 



« O Lord, I thank Thee that my feeble strength 
Has beeii so blest ; that sinlnl hearts and cold 

Were melted at my pleading, -^khew at length 
How sweet Thy sen'ice and how safe Thy^fold : 

While soals that loved Thee saw before them rise 

Still holier heights of loving sacrifice." 



So prayed the Monk-: when suddenly he heard 
An angel speaking thus : <' Know, O my Son, 

Thy words had all been vain, but hearts were 
stirred. 
And saints were edified, and sinners won. 

By his, the poor lay Brother's humble aid 

Who sat upon the pulpit stair and prayed.*' 
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BIRTHDAT GIFTS. 

FOB A CHILD. 

HT do 70U look sad, my Minnie ? 

Tell me dariingy -^ for to-day 
I Is the birthday of Our Lady, 
I And Her children should be gay. 



What ? —Yon say that all the others^ 

AUce, Cyril, Effie, Paul, 
All had got a gift to give Her, 

Only you hsid none at all. 

Well, dear, that does seem a pity : 
Tell me how it came about 

That the others bring a present. 
And my Minnie comes without. 

Alice has a lovely Banner, 

All embroidered blue and gold : — - 
Then you know that sister Alice 

Is so clever and so old. 

Cyril has his two camellias ; 

One deep red, and one pure white : 
They will stand at Benediction 

On the Altar steps to-night. 

Effie, steady little Effie, , 
Stitching many an hour away. 

She has clothed a little orphan 
All in honor of to-day. 



BIRTHDAY GIFTS. 407 

With the skill the good Nuns taught her 

Angela herself has made 
Two tall stems of such real lilies, 

They do all hut smell — and fade. 

Then with look of grave importance 

Comes our quiet little Paul, 
With the myrtle from his garden : — 

He himself is not as tall. 

Even Bahy Agnes, kneeling 

With half shy, half solemn aur. 
Held up one sweet rose to Mary, 

Lisping out her tiny prayer. 

Well, my Minnie, say, how was it 1 
Shall I guess ? I think I know 

All the griefs. Well, I will count them : — 
First, your rose-tree would not blow ; 

Theta the fines have been so many 

All the pennies melt away ; 
Then for work — I know my Minnie 

Cares so very much for play, 

That these little clumsy fingers 
Scarcely yet have learnt to sew. 

Still less all the skilful fancies 
Angela and Alice know. 

Yet my Minnie can't be treated 

Quite as Baby was to-day, 
When Mamma or Alice gave her 

Something just to give away. 



Wellf mj, darling^ there are many. 

Who have neit^ier time mt iskiU» 
Gold nor silver, yet they ofi^r 

Gift^ to -Mary, if they will. 

There are ways r— Onr Lajdy knows thflBit 
And Iter childrej^i aU should Icppw: 

How to find a flower iox Mary 
Underneath the deepest .snpw; . 

How to make a lorely garland, 
Winter though it be and cold ; 

How to buy the rarest offering,. 

Costing — something; — bat opt gpldj 

How to buy,, and. buy it dearly, 
Gifts tliat Site will love to take ; 

Nor to grudge the cost, buit give it , 

Cheerfully for Mary's sakor 

Does that seem so strange, my diurUig^f 

Nay dear, it ,is nothing new ; 
AH cai^ give Her.noble presents, — 

Shall I tell you. of a few 1 

What were those the Magi oi^red. 
Frankincense and gold and myrrh ; -^ 

Minnie tliinks.that Saints and Monaicbs 
Are quite dififeient from her 1 

. . . Sometimes it is hard to listen 

To a word unkind or cold 
And to smile a loving answer : 

Do it — and you give Her gold* 
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Thongbts of H^. in work or pUTtiaae^ 
Those siWl graips of i9ceiifie ngwy- 

Cast upon a biuroing censer, 

Rise in perfun^ed c^oad/s of prajer. , 

There aa^ sometimes bitter fanciei^ 

Little nuurmors that will stir 
Even a loving bjeart : — but crush theofti 

And, yon giye Our Ladj mjnqrh^ 

Give jour lit^e crosses to. her. 
Which ea<;h daj, each hour befiitt; 

They remind Ifec of Her Jesus, 
So,#h^ loyes them best of a^. 

Some, seem ver^ poor a^d wor|h|eHx 

Yet however small and sUght, 
Giren to her by one who loves her^ 

They ajw predoo) in ber sight. 

One.jmiy be so haid to caoy 

That your hands will bleed and smart : ^* 
Go and take it to Her Altar, 

Go aod placft it in. her heart; 

Check your tears and try tolOve ityi 

Love it as His sacred Will : 
So yon set the cross with jewels, 

Make your gift more precioua itilh 

There are souls — alas I too many««4» 

Who forget that Jesus died. 
Who fotget that sin forever 

Is the lance to pierce His udo*< 
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Hearts that tnm away from Jesus ; 

Sins that scourge Him and betray ; 
Cold and crael souls that even 

Crucify Him day by day. 

Ah ! poor sinners ! Maiy loves them. 
And she knows no royal gem 

Half so noble or so precious 
As the prayer you say for them ; 

Or resign some little pleasure, 
Give it her instead, to win 

Help for some poor soul in peril, 
Grace for some poor heart in sin, 

Mercy for poor sinners, — pleading 
For their souls as for your own ; — 

So you make a crown of jewels 
Fit to lay before Her throne. 

Flowers — why I should never finish 
•— . If I tried to count them too, — 
If I told you how to know them. 
In what garden-plot they grew. 

Tet I think my darling guesses 
They are emblems, and we trace 

In the rarest and the loveliest 
Acts of love and gifb of grace. 

Modest violets, meek snowdrops, 
Holy lilies white and pure. 

Faithful tendrils — herbs for healing — 
If they only would endure I 
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And they will, — such flowers fade not ; 

They are not of mortal birth ; 
And sach garlands given to Maiy 

Die not like the gifts of Earth. 

Well, my Minnie, can yon tell me 

You have still no gift to lay 
At the feet of your dear Mother, 

Any hour, any day ? 

Give Her now — to-day — forever. 
One great gift, — the first, the best, — 

Give your heart to Her, and ask her 
How to give her all the rest. 



A BEGGAB. 

BEG of you, I beg of you, my brothers, 

For my need is very sore ; 
Not for gold and not for silver do I ask 

yon, 

But for something even more : 
From the depths of your hearts pity let it be — - 
Pray for me. 

I beg of you whose robes of radiant whiteness 

^ve been kept without a stain ; 
Of you who, stung to death by serpent Pleasure, 

Found 4;he healing Angel Pain : 
Whether holy or forgiven you may be — 
Pray for me. 
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I beg o£ jen-calm souls .whosei leeodftdilg- Jdt/ 

Looks at paths jou never tro4: 
I beg of you who sufi^r — for all sonroi^ 

Most be very near to God — 
And the need is even greater than yon see— 
Pray for s^e. 

I beg of you, O children^ for He)lov«s youy 
And He loves your prayecsjtbe best: 

Fold your little hands together, and ask Jesua 
That the weary vmj hstr^trnt^ 

ThatJk bird caught in a. net may. be. set firte — 
Pray for me* 

I beg of you who stand before the Altar, 

Whose anointed hands upraise 
AH the sin and all the sorrow of the Ages, - 

All the love and all the praise. 
And the glory which' was always 4uid shall bc^^ 
Pray for me. 

I beg of you. — of you who throng^ Xiife's battle 

Ous dear Lord has set apart. 
That while we who love the peril a^ made tiaptiTeay., 

Still the Church may have its Heart 
Whicl^i is fettered that our.sonla may be set fi^oQ-^ 
Pray for me. 

I beg of yoo> I beg. of you, my brothers, 

For an alms this very day ; 
I am standing on your doorstep as a3eggttB' 
Who mil not be turned away, 
I And the Charity you give my soul shall bo— 

' Pray for me I 
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LINES WITH HEAVEN. 

[|UR God in Heaven, from lliat holy plade, 
To each of us an Aog^ guide has 
given; 
£ Bat MottiersofideadebildMii'hairemd^ 
grace,— 
For thej give AngeU to their Gk)d and Hesveii. 

How can a Mother's heart feel cold or weary 
Knowing her dearer self safe, happy, wann'1 

How can she feel her road too dark or droal*y, 
Who knows her treasoresheiteied from the «torin. 

How can she sin ? Our hearts may be unheeding, 
Oar God forgot, oar holy Saints defied; 

But can a mother hear her dead ehild pleadittg, 
And thrust those littie angel' hands aside? 

Those little hands stretched down to draw her evet 
Nearer to Grod by mother love : — we all 

Are blind and weak, yet surely she can never. 
With such a stake in Heaven, fail or fall. 

She knows that when the mighty Angels ndse 
Cl^oruB in Heaven, one litde silver tone 

Is hers forever, that one little praise. 
One little happy voice, is aU her own. 

We may not see her sacred crown of honof. 
But all the Aogels flittiqg to aad &o 
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Pause smiling as they pass, — they look npon her 
Ab mother of an angel whom they know, 

One whom they left nestled at Mary's feet, — 
The children's place in Heaven, — who softly sings 

A little chant to please them, slow and sweet. 
Or smiling strokes their little folded wings ; 

; Or gives them Her white lilies or Her heads 

To play with : — yet, in spite of flower or song, 
They often lift a wistful look that pleads 

And asks Her why their mother stays so long. 

Then our dear Queen makes answer she will call 
Her very soon : meanwhile they are beguiled 
. To wait and listen while She tells them f^l 
A story of Her Jesus as a child. 

Ah, Saints in Heaven may pray with earnest will 
And pity for their weak and erring brothers : . 

Yet there is prayer in Heaven more tender still, -— 
The little Children pleading for their Mothers. 



HOMELESS. 

T is cold, dark midnight, yet listen 

To that patter of tiny feet ! 

Is it one of your dogs, fair lady, 

Who whines in the bleak cold street f 
Is it one of your silken spaniels 

Shut out in the snow and the sleet 1 > 




r 



E0MELEB8. 415 

My dogs sleep warm in their baskets. 
Safe from the darkness and snow ; 

All the beasts in our Christian England, 
Find pity wherever they go ^- 

(Those are only the homeless children 
Who are wandering to and fro). 

Look out in the gusty darkness, — 

I hare seen it again and again. 
That shadow, that flits so slowly 

Up -and down past the window pane : -* 
It is surely some criminal lurking 

Out there in the frozen rain ? 

Nay, our criminals all are sheltered. 
They are pitied and taught and fed : 

That is only a sister-woman 

Who has got neither food nor bed, — 

And the Night cries, " Sin to be living," 
And the Biver cries, << Sin to be dead." 

Look out at that futhest comer 

Where the wall stands blank and bare : — 
Can that be a pack which a Pedler 

Has left and forgotten there ? 
His goods lying out unsheltered 

Will be spoilt by the damp night-air. 

Nay ; — goods in our thrifty England 
Are not left to lie and grow rotten, 

Eor'each man knows the market value 
Of silk or woollen or cotton. . . 

But in counting the riches of England 
I think our Poor are forgotten, ' 
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Oar Beasts and <mr Thietes ttnd our -Chattels 
Have weight for good or fbr ill ; 

\bttt the Poor iirc only His image. 
His pfesence, Bis word, His;wiil;— 

And so Lazarus Ues at our doorstep 
And Dites neglects him'stiH. 
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